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ENCOURAGEMENT 


“Veracity, true simplicity of heart, how valuable are these al¬ 
ways! He that speaks what is really in him, will find men to 
listen, though under never such impediments .” 1 


—Thomas Carlyle . 2 


TO ALL THE GOODLY SOULS 
WHO APPEAR IN THESE PAGES BY THEIR 
INITIALS AND OTHERWISE 
AS GOD-SENT MESSENGERS TO PREPARE MY 
SOUL FOR HEAVEN 
THIS HUMBLE DESCRIPTION OF THE 
CPIIEFEST OF SINNERS 
IS MOST AFFECTIONATELY 
DEDICATED 


PREFACE TO THE JAPANESE EDITION 


In many a religious gathering to which I was invited 
during my stay in America to give a talk for fifteen 
minutes and no more , (as some great doctor, the chief 
speaker of the meeting, was to fill up the most of the time,) 
I often asked the chairman (or the chairwoman) what they 
would like to hear from me. The commonest answer I 
received was, “O just tell us how you were converted .” 1 
I was always at a loss how to comply with such a demand, 
as I could not in any way tell in “fifteen minutes and no 
more” the awful change that came over my soul since I 
was brought in contact with Christianity. The fact is, the 
conversion 1 of a heathen 2 is always a matter of wonder, if 
not of curiosity, to the Christian public; and it was just 
natural that I too was asked to tell them some vivid 
accounts of how C T threw my idols into the fire, and clung 
unto the Gospel.” But mine was a more obdurate case 
than those of many other converts. Though moments of 
ecstasy and sudden spiritual illuminations were not want¬ 
ing, my conversion was a slow gradual process. I was not 
converted in a day. Long after I ceased to prostrate myself 
before idols, yea long after I was baptized, I lacked those 
beliefs in the fundamental teachings of Christianity which 
I now consider to be essential in calling myself a Christian. 
Even yet “I count not myself to have apprehended”; and 
as I press toward the mark for the prize of the high calling 
of God in Christ Jesus 3 , I know not whether I may yet 
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find my present position to be still heathenish. These 
pages are the honest confessions of the various stages of 
the spiritual growth I have passed through. Will the 
reader receive them as the unadorned expressions of a 
human heart, and judge with leniency the language in 
which they are written, as it is not the tongue that I 
learned from my mother’s lips, and the ornate literature 
is not the trade by which I live in this world. 

Jonathan 1 X., the Author. 

An Isle in the Pacific. 2 

May 1, 1895. 


PREFACE TO THE AMERICAN EDITION 1 


The publication of this little volume in America is due 
wholly to the help and encouragement of my revered 
“elder brother 55 Hon. David C. Bell 2 of Minneapolis, 
Minn. Our friendship that began most accidently on the 
bank of the Potomac some ten years ago, has been kept up 
since then by uninterrupted correspondences, with the 
widest of oceans rolling between us; and the enduring 
nature of the bond thus formed has ever been to the mind 
of the author another conclusive evidence of the univer¬ 
sality of our mutual Faith, wherein we melted all our 
differences in ages and nationalities, and found ourselves 
as close to each other as David was to Jonathan 3 in the 
days of old. Should any good accrue from these pages, 
let all the praises be due to him, who as a never-failing 
friend of the suffering humanity, as one of the most 
successful Sunday School teachers that America has 
possessed, has now offered himself to the service of a 
poor heathen convert, and finds therein joy and satisfac¬ 
tion such that love of self can never know. What in this 
world is more sweet than “the tie that binds our hearts in 
Christian love! 554 

Oct. 4, 1895. 
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Kanzo Uchimura, 

Kyoto, Japan. 
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PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION OF THE 
GERMAN VERSION 


TO MY GERMAN FRIENDS 1 


That a new print of my little book “Wie ich ein Christ 
wurde” is to appear in New Germany is to be greatly 
thankful. During the World-War, my sympathy was always 
with Germany as Germany, not indeed as Germany of 
militant Kaiserism, but as Germany of Evangelical Faith 
and Idealistic philosophy. And now that the old regime 
is gone, and the new is come, my love for, and faith in 
Germany, is not changed in the least. Germany has always 
been great in times of its great humiliations; and it will be 
great again in this time of its very great humiliation. 
Germany shorn of its navy and colonial possessions appears 
to me as true to its nature, since its true sphere of action 
is not on land or sea, but in mind and spirit. And what 
an honour to me to be permitted to have a share, though 
minute, in the fate of the new, resurrected Germany, 
through a new edition of my little book! Again I quote 
the words of Walt Whitman 2 , and send my renewed love 
to my dear, old Germany: 

“Have you heard that it was good to gain the day? 

I also say it is good to fall, battles are lost in the 
same spirit in which they are won.” 


Nov. 30, 1922. 
Tokyo, Japan. 


Kanzo Uchimura. 
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INTRODUCTION 


I propose to write how I became a Christian and not 
why. The so-called “philosophy of conversion” is not my 
theme. I will only describe its “phenomena,” and will 
furnish materials for more disciplined minds than mine to 
philosophize upon. I early contracted the habit of keeping 
my diary, in which I noted down whatever ideas and 
events that came to pass upon me. I made myself a sub¬ 
ject of careful observations, and found it more mysterious 
than anything I ever have studied. I jotted down its rise 
and progress, its falls and backslidings, its joys and hopes, 
its sins and darkness; and notwithstanding all the awful¬ 
ness that attends such an observation like this, I found it 
more seriously interesting than any study I ever have 
undertaken. I call my diary a “log-book,” as a book in 
which is entered the daily progress of this poor bark 
toward the upper haven through sins, and tears, and many 
a woe. I might just as well call it a “biologist’s sketch¬ 
book,” in which is kept the accounts of all the morpholo¬ 
gical changes of a soul in its embryological development 
from a seed to a full-eared corn. A part of such a record 
is now given to the public, and the reader may draw 
whatever conclusions he likes from it. My diary, however, 
begins only a few months before I accepted Christianity. 
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CHAPTER FIRST 
HEATPIENISM 


I was born, according to the Gregorian calendar, on 
the 28th of March, 1861T My family belonged to the 
warrior class 2 ; so I was born to fight,—vivere est militare , 3 
—from the very cradle. My paternal grandfather was 
every-inch a soldier. He was never so happy as when he 
appeared in his ponderous armour, decked with a bamboo- 
bow and pheasant-feathered arrows and a 50-pound fire¬ 
lock. He lamented that the land was in peace, and died 
with regret that he never was able to put his trade in 
practice. My father was more cultured, could write good 
poetry, and was learned in the art of ruling man. Pie too 
was a man of no mean military ability, and could lead a 
most turbulent regiment in a very creditable way.—Mater¬ 
nally, my grandfather was essentially an honest man . 
Indeed he had few other abilities than honesty, if honesty 
could be called an ability in this glorious selfish century. 
It is told of him that when he was asked to lend out some 
public money with usury-interest (a custom very common 
with treasurers of petty provincial lords, who of course 
pocketed the whole of the interest money), my grandfather 
was too wise to offend his head-officers by disobeying 
them, but was too conscientious to exact exorbitant rates 
from the poor borrowers; so he kept the money with him, 
and at the expiration of the term, he returned it to the 
usurious officers, with high interest upon it out of his own 
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pocket. He also was a total abstainer. I do not believe 
more than twenty cups of firy drinks ever passed his lips 
in his life-time, and this only by the recommendation of 
his doctors.—My maternal grandmother was a worthy 
companion to this honest and abstemious man. She was 
horn to work,—vivere est lahorare for her,—and for forty 
years she did work as any frail human being could work. 
For fifty years she lived a life of widowhood, brought up 
and educated five children with her own hands, never 
proved false to her neighbor, never ran in debt; and now 
in her four-scores-and-four, with her ears closed to the 
noise and din of the world, her deep eyes ever bathed with 
tears, she calmly waits for the shadow to relieve her from 
the life she so bravely fought through. A pathos there is in 
“heathenism” so noble as hers. She is too sacred to be 
touched with the hand of inexperience whatever theologies 
and philosophies it can handle. Let the Spirit of God alone 
mould her, and no ill shall come to her well-tried soul,*— 
My mother has inherited from her mother this mania for 
work. She forgets all the pains and sorrows of life in her 
work. She is one of those who “can’t afford” to be gloomy 
because life is hard. Her little home is her kingdom, and 
she rules it, washes it, feeds it, as no queen has ever done. 

Such was my parentage, and such were the hearts which 
moulded me. But to no one of them do I trace the origin 
of my “religious sensibilities” which I early acquired in my 
boyhood. My father was decidedly blasphemous toward 
heathen gods of all sorts. He once dropped a base coin 
into the money-chest of a Buddhist temple, and scornfully 


51 She passed away in peace during the preparation of this book 
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addressed the idols there that they would have another 
such coin if they would in any way help him to win a law- 
case in which he was then engaged;—a feat wholly beyond 
my power at any period of my religious experience. But I 
always thank my God that I never have tasted human 
flesh, or prostrated myself before the wheels of Juggernaut, 1 
or witnessed infants fed to gavials. If in my childhood I 
had no blessed Sabbath home 2 to draw upward my secret 
heart with influence sweet, I was spared much of mam- 
monism, of the fearful curse of rum-traffic, so common in 
other doms than heathendoms. If there were no Gospel 
stories to calm down my childish passion’s rage, that 
excitement and rush of the so-called Christendom which 
whirls men and women into premature graves 3 was un¬ 
known to me. If heathenism is the reign of darkness, it is 
the reign of moon and stars, of obscure lights no doubt, 
but withal of repose and comparative innocence. 

My father was a good Confucian 4 scholar, who could 
repeat from memory almost every passage in the writings 
and sayings of the sage. So naturally my early education 
was in that line; and though I could not understand the 
ethico-political precepts of the Chinese sages, I was 
imbued with the general sentiments of their teachings. 
Loyalty to my feudal lords, and fidelity and respects to my 
parents and teachers, were the central themes of the 
Chinese ethics. Filial piety was taught to be the source 
of all virtues, akin to the Solomonic precept of “Fear of 
God is the beginning of wisdom.” 5 The story of a filial 
youth 6 responding to an unreasonable demand of an old 
parent to have a tender bamboo-shoot (the asparagus of 
the Orient) at midwinter, of his search for it in forest, 
and of its miraculous sprout from under the snow is as 
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vivid to the memory of every child in my land as the story 
of Joseph 1 to that of every Christian youth. Even parental 
tyranny and oppression were to be meekly borne, and many 
illustrations were cited from the deeds of ancient worthies 
in this respect.—Loyalty to feudal lords, especially in time 
of war, took more romantic shapes in the ethical concep¬ 
tions of the youth of my land. He was to consider his life 
as light as dust when called to serve his lord in exigency; 
and the noblest spot where he could die was in front of his 
master’s steed, thrice blessed if his corpse was trampled 
under its hoof.—No less weightier was to be the youth’s 
consideration for his master (his intellectual and moral 
preceptor), who was to him no mere school-teacher or col¬ 
lege professor on quid pro quo 2 principle, but a veritable 
didaskalos, 3 in whom he could and must completely con¬ 
fide the care of his body and soul. The Lord, the Father, 
and the Master, constituted his Trinity. Neither one of 
them was inferior to any other in his consideration, and the 
most vexing question to him was which he would save, if 
the three of them were on the point of drowning at the 
same time, and he had ability to save but one. Then, their 
enemies were to be his own enemies, with whom he was 
not allowed to bear the same benignant heaven. These 
were to be pursued even to the very ends of the earth, and 
satisfaction must be had, eye for eye, tooth for tooth. 

Strong in inculcating obedience and reverence toward 
our superiors, the oriental precepts are not wanting in 
regard to our relations to our equals and inferiors. Sincerity 
in friendship, harmony in brotherhood, and leniency to¬ 
ward the inferior and the governed are strongly insisted 
upon. Much reported cruelties of heathens toward women 
>do not find encouragements to that effect in their moral 
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code, neither is it entirely silent upon the subject. Our 
ideal mothers and wives and sisters are not very inferior 
to the conception of the highest Christian womanhood, 
and the very fact that some of them achieved high ex¬ 
cellence in deeds and character without the exalting in¬ 
fluence of Christianity makes me to admire them so much 
more. 

Side by side with these and other instructions, not in¬ 
ferior, I sincerely believe, to those which are imparted to, 
and possessed by, many who call themselves Christians, I 
was not free from many drawbacks and much superstition. 

The most defective point in Chinese ethics is its weak¬ 
ness when it deals with sexual morality. Not that it is 
wholly silent upon the virtue of social purity, but the way 
in which the violation of the law of chastity is usually 
dealt with, and its connivance upon the perpetrators of 
the same, resulted in general apathy in this respect. 
Polygamy in its stirct sense has never entered into oriental 
minds; but concubinage, which amounts to the same thing, 
has met only mildest rebukes, if any, from their moralists. 
Amidst solemn instructions of my father about duty and 
high ambition, I discerned words of emulation for study 
and industry with an opulent harem in view. Great states¬ 
manship and learning may exist without ideas of chastity. 
He that grasps the rein of the state in sober hours may 
rest upon a bosom of uncleanliness in less serious moments. 
Glaring profligacy does often attend acute intellect and 
high regard for public honor, and though I am not blind 
to darkness as great in other countries than my own, I do 
not hesitate in attributing impotence to Chinese ethics 
when it deals with questions of social purity. 

But no retrospect of my bygone days causes in me a 


22 


How I Became A Christian 


greater humiliation than the spiritual darkness I groped 
under, laboriously sustained with gross superstitions. I be¬ 
lieved, and that sincerely, that there dwelt in each of 
innumerable temples its god, jealous over its jurisdiction, 
ready with punishment to any transgressor that fell under 
his displeasure. The god whom I reverenced and adored 
most was the god of learning and writing, 1 for whom I 
faithfully observed the 25th of every month with due 
sanctity and sacrifice. I prostrated myself before his image, 
earnestly implored his aid to improve my hand-writing 
and help my memory. Then there is a god who presides 
over rice-culture, and his errands unto mortals are white 
ioxes. 2 He can be approached with prayers to protect our 
houses from fire and robbery, and as my father was mostly 
away from home, and I was alone with my mother, I 
ceased not to beseech this god of rice to keep my poor 
home from the said disasters. There was another god 
whom I feared more than all others. 3 His emblem was a 
black raven, and he was the searcher of man’s inmost 
heart. The keeper of his temple issued papers upon which 
ravens were printed in sombre colors, the whole having a 
miraculous property to cause immediate haemorrhage when 
taken into stomach by any one who told falsehood. I 
often vindicated my truthfulness before my comrades by 
calling upon them to test my veracity by the use of a 
piece of this sacred paper, if they stood in suspicion of 
what I asserted. Still another god exercises healing power 
upon those who suffer from toothache. Him also did I 
call upon, as I was a constant sufferer from this painful 
malady. He would exact from his devotee a vow to 
abstain from pears as specially obnoxious to him, and I 
was of course most willing to undergo the required priva- 
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tion. Future study in Chemistry and Toxicology revealed 
to me a good scientific foundation for this abstinence, as 
the injurious effect of grape-sugar upon the decaying 
teeth is well-known. But all of heathen superstitions cannot 
be so happily explained. One god would impose upon me 
abstinence from the use of eggs, another from beans, till 
after I made all my vows, many of my boyish delicacies 
were entered upon the prohibition list. Multiplicity of 
gods often involved the contradiction of the requirements 
of one god with those of another, and sad was the plight 
of a conscientious soul when he had to satisfy more than 
one god. With so many gods to satisfy and appease, I was 
naturally a fretful timid child. I framed a general prayer 
to be offered to every one of them, adding of course special 
requests appropriate to each, as I happened to pass before 
each temple. Every morning as soon as I washed myself, I 
offered this common prayer to each of the four groups of 
gods located in the four points of the compass, paying 
special attention to the eastern group, as the Rising Sun 
was the greatest of all gods. Where several temples were 
contiguous to one another, the trouble of repeating the 
same prayer so many times was very great; and I would 
often prefer a longer route with less number of sanctuaries 
in order to avoid the trouble of saying my prayers without 
scruples of my conscience. The number of deities to be 
worshipped increased day by day, till I found my little 
soul totally incapable of pleasing them all. But a relief 
came at last. 


CHAPTER SECOND 
INTRODUCTION TO CHRISTIANITY 


One Sunday morning a school-mate of mine asked me 
whether I would not go with him to “a certain place in 
foreigners quarter, where we can hear pretty women sing, 
and a tall big man with long beard shout and howl upon 
an elevated place, flinging his arms and twisting his body 
in all fantastic manners, to all which admittance is entirely 
free.” Such was his description of a Christian house of 
worship conducted in the language which was new to me 
then. I followed my friend, and I was not displeased with 
the place. Sunday after Sunday I resorted to this place, 
not knowing the awful consequence that was to follow 
such a practice. An old English lady from whom I learned 
my first lessons in English took a great delight in my 
church-going, unaware of the fact that sight-seeing, and 
not truth-seeking, was the only view I had in my “Sunday 
excursion to the settlement” as I called it. 

Christianity was an enjoyable thing to me so long as I 
was not asked to accept it. Its music, its stories, the kind¬ 
ness shown me by its followers, pleased me immensely. But 
five years after, when it was formally presented to me to 
accept it, with certain stringent laws to keep and much 
sacrifice to make, my whole nature revolted against sub¬ 
mitting myself to such a course. That I must set aside one 
day out of seven specially for religious purpose, wherein I 
must keep myself from all my other studies and enjoy- 
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ments, was a sacrifice which I thought next to impossible 
to make. And it was not flesh alone which revolted against 
accepting the new faith. I early learned to honor my nation 
above all others, and to worship my nation’s gods and no 
others. I thought I could not be forced even by death itself 
to vow my allegiance to any other gods than my country s. 

I should be a traitor to my country, and an apostate from 
my national faith by accepting a faith which is exotic in its 
origin. All my noble ambitions which had been built upon 
my & former conceptions of duty and patriotism were to be 
demolished by such an overture. I was then a Freshman 1 
in a new Government College, 2 where by an effort of a 
New England Christian scientist, 3 the whole of the upper 
class (there were but two classes then in the whole college) 
had already been converted to Christianity. 4 The imperious 
attitude of the Sophomores toward the “baby Freshmen is 
the same the world over, and when to it was added a new 
religious enthusiasm and spirit of propagandism, their im¬ 
pressions upon the poor “Freshies” can easily be imagined. 
They tried to convert the Freshies by storm; but there was 
one among the latter who thought himself capable of not 
only withstanding the combined assault of the “Sophomonc 
rushes,” 5 (in this case, religion-rush, not cane-rush), but 
even of reconverting them to their old faith. But alas! 
mighty men around me were falling and surrendering to 
the enemy. I alone was left a “heathen,” the much 
detested idolator, the incorrigible worshipper of wood and 
stones. I well remember the extremity and loneliness to 
which I was reduced then. One afternoon I resorted to a 
heathen temple 6 in the vicinity, said to have been au¬ 
thorized by the Government to be the guardian-god of the 
district. At some distance from the sacred mirror which 
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represented the invisible presence of the deity, I prostrated 
myself upon coarse dried grass, and there burst into a 
prayer as sincere and genuine as any I have ever offered to 
my Christian God since then. I beseeched that guardian- 
god to speedily extinguish the new enthusiasm in my col¬ 
lege, to punish such as those who obstinately refused to 
disown the strange god, and to help me in my humble 
endeavor in the patriotic cause I was upholding then. 
After the devotion I returned to my dormitory, again to be 
tormented with the most unwelcome persuasion to accept 
the new faith. 

The public opinion of the college was too strong against 
me, which it was beyond my power to withstand. They 
forced me to sign the covenant given below, somewhat in a 
manner of extreme temperance men prevailing upon an 
incorrigible drunkard to sign a temperance pledge. I finally 
yielded and signed it. I often ask myself whether I ought 
to have refrained from sumbitting myself to such a coer¬ 
cion. I was but a mere lad of sixteen then, and the boys 
who thus forced me “to come in 55 were all much bigger 
than I. So, you see, my first step toward Christianity was 
a forced one, against my will, and I must confess, some¬ 
what against my conscience too. The covenant I signed 
read as follows: 

Covenant of Believers in Jesus. 

“The undersigned members of S. A. College, 1 desiring 
to confess Christ according to his command, and to per- 
forai with true fidelity every Christian duty in order to 
show our love and gratitude to that blessed Savior who has 
made atonement for our sins by his death on the cross; 
and earnestly wishing to advance his Kingdom among men 
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for the promotion of his glory and the salvation of those 
for whom he died, do solemnly covenant with God and 
with each other from this time forth to be his faithful 
disciples, and to live in strict compliance with the letter 
and the spirit of his teachings; and whenever a suitable 
opportunity offers we promise to present ourselves for 
examination, baptism and admission to some evangelical 
church. 

“We believe the Bible to be the only direct revelation in 
language from God to man, and the only perfect and in¬ 
fallible guide to a glorious future life. 

“We believe in one everlasting God who is our Merciful 
Father, our just and sovereign Ruler, and who is to be our 
final Judge. 

“We believe that all who sincerely repent and by faith in 
the Son of God obtain the forgiveness of their sins, will be 
graciously guided through this life by the Holy Spirit and 
protected by the watchful providence of the Heavenly 
Father, and so at length prepared for the enjoyments and 
pursuits of the redeemed and holy ones; but that all who 
refuse to accept the invitation of the Gospel must perish in 
their sins, and be forever punished from the presence of 
the Lord. 

“The following commandments we promise to remember 
and obey through all the vicissitudes of our earthly lives: 

“Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart 
and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength and with 
all thy mind; and thy neighbor as thyself. 

“Thou shalt not worship any graven image or any like¬ 
ness of any created being or thing. 

“Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in 


vain. 
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“Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy, avoiding all 
unnecessary labor, and devoting it as far as possible to the 
study of the Bible and the preparation of thyself and others 
for a holy life. 

“Thou shalt obey and honor thy parents and rulers. 

“Thou shalt not commit murder, adultery, or other im¬ 
purity, theft or deception. 

“Thou shalt do no evil to thy neighbor. 

“Pray without ceasing. 

“For mutual assistance and encouragement we hereby 
constitute ourselves an association under the name “Be¬ 
lievers in Jesus, 55 and we promise faithfully to attend one 
or more meetings each week while living together, for the 
reading of the Bible or other religious books or papers, for 
conference and for social prayer; and we sincerely desire 
the manifest presence in our hearts of the Holy Spirit to 
quicken our love, to strengthen our faith, and to guide us 
into a saving knowledge of the truth. 

S. 1 —March 5, 1877.” 

The whole was framed in English by the American 
Christian scientist mentioned before, himself a graduate 
of, and once a professor in, one of the most evangelical of 
the New England Colleges. 2 His own signature was fol¬ 
lowed by those of the fifteen of his students, and my 
classmates swelled the number to over thirty. My name, 
I suppose, stood the last but one or two. 

The practical advantage of the new faith was evident to 
me at once. I had felt it even while I was engaging all my 
powers to repel it from me. I was taught that there was 
but one God in the Universe, and not many,—over eight 
millions,—as I had formerly believed. The Christian 
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monotheism laid its axe at the root of all my superstitions. 
All the vows I had made, and the manifold forms of wor¬ 
ship with which I had been attempting to appease my 
angry gods, could now be dispensed with by owning this 
one God; and my reason and conscience responded “yea!” 
One God, and not many, was indeed a glad tiding to my 
little soul. No more use of saying my long prayers every 
morning to the four groups of gods situated in the four 
points of the compass; of repeating a long prayer to every 
temple I passed by in streets; and of observing this day 
for this god and that day for that god, with vows and 
abstinence peculiar to each. Oh how proudly I passed by 
temples after temples with my head erect and conscience 
clear, with full confidence that they could punish me no 
longer for my not saying my prayers to them, for I found 
the God of gods to back and uphold me. My friends 
noticed the change in my mood at once. While I used to 
stop my conversation as soon as a temple came in view, for 
I had to say my prayer to it in my heart, they observed 
me to continue in cheer and laughter all through my way 
to the school. I was not sorry that I was forced to sign 
the covenant of the “Believers in Jesus.” Monotheism 
made me a new man. 1 resumed my beans and eggs. I 
thought I comprehended the whole of Christianity, so in¬ 
spiring was the idea of one God. The new spiritual freedom 
given by the new faith had a healthy influence upon my 
mind and body. My studies were pursued with more con¬ 
centration. Rejoicing in the newly-imparted activity of my 
body I roamed over fields and mountains, observed the 
lilies of the vally and birds of the air, and sought to com¬ 
mune through Nature with Nature’s God. Few extracts 
from my Diary may now be inserted. 
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Sept. 9, 1877.—Took walk with S. 1 and M. 2 in morning. 
In evening heard the Christ-prayer of the Sophomores. 

“Christ-prayer,” a peculiar expression, this. I discern a 
sort of scorn in it. 

Dec. 1.—Entered the gate of the “Jesus Religion.” 

Or rather forced to enter; i.e. forced to sign the covenant 
of the “Believers in Jesus.” 

Feb. 10, 1878.—Sunday.—O., 3 a Sophomore, comes and 
talks in my room (about Christianity). Took walk with 
T , 4 M., F., 5 H., 6 and Ot., 7 by the river. On the way home 
observed the killing of street dogs. In evening, O., a 
Sophomore, comes again, and played “lots” with us. 

Not very puritanic way of keeping Sabbath. O., a 
Sophomore, turned to be the pastor of our church in after 
years. We called him a “missionary monk,” and he was 
the one who teased me most while I was yet a heathen. 
The extermination of houseless dogs was going on then, 
and the boys liked to witness the cruel process, and we 
thought it was not a sin to do so even on Sundays. “Lots” 
was our favorite play in which good and bad lucks were 
distributed in chance manners among the players; and 
our would-be pastor and clergyman thought it was not 
below his sacerdotal dignity to join such a party in Sunday 
evening. 


March 3, Sunday.—Had a tea-party in afternoon. A 
church in O.’s room in evening. 
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Pleasures of flesh still indulged in on holy days. O. is 
still the centre of the religious movement, and a “church,” 
or more properly a religious meeting, was held for the 
first time in his room. 

March 31, Sunday.—A church in Ot.’s room. The 
chapter of the evening was really interesting. 

I think the chapter was Romans XII. Our conscience 
was pricked, because we were not in mood “to feed our 
enemy in his hunger.” 1 

April 21, Sunday.—At 9 in morning had a prayer meet¬ 
ing with F., M., Ot., H., and T. Great joy for the first 
time. 

Getting to be more spiritual. Began to feel joy in 
prayers. 

May 19, Sunday.—Too much criticism in the meeting. 
In afternoon, rambled in the forest with F., Ot., M., A., 2 
and T. Brought some cherry-blossoms with us. Very 
pleasant. 

A germ of religious dissension already, which was dis¬ 
sipated by flower-hunting in the spring air. The best way 
of settling difficulties in any church, I suppose. 

June 1, Saturday.—The day for the College sport. No 
recitations. Some two hundred spectators on the ground. 
Regular stomach-stuffing in the hall in evening. A scuffle 
with H. 
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Very unfitting preparation for the day that followed. H. 
was a “church 55 member, and I disagreed with him on some 
theological opinions. 

June 2, Sunday.—At 10 A. M. heard a sermon from 
Rev. Mr. H. 1 At 3 P. M. after another sermon and prayers, 
RECEIVED BAPTISM from him, together with the six 
brothers Ot., M., A., H., T., and F. Prayer and sermon in 
evening once more. 

A never-to-be-forgotten day. Mr. H. was a Methodist 
missionary from America, who came once a year to render 
us help in religious matters. We remember how we kneeled 
before him, and how tremblingly though resolutely we 
respodned Amen, as we were asked to own the name of 
Him who was crucified for our sins. We thought that each 
of us should adopt a Christian name at the same time as 
we confessed ourselves as Christians before men. So we 
looked over the appendix to Webster’s dictionary, and each 
selected a name as it seemed well fitted to him. Ot. 
called himself Paul: he was literary in his inclination, and 
lie thought the name of a pupil of Gamaliel 2 would go 
very well with him. F. adopted Flugh for his Christian 
name for no other reason than that it sounded very much 
like his nickname “Nu” meaning “bald-headed. 55 T. was 
called Frederick, A., Edwin, H., Charles, M., Francis, and 
I named myself Jonathan, because I was a strong advocate 
of the virtue of friendship, and Jonathan’s love for David 3 
pleased me well. 

The Rubicon was thus crossed for ever. We vowed our 
allegiance to our new Master, and the sign of the Cross was 
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made upon our brows. Let us serve Him with the loyalty 
we have been taught to show toward our earthly lord and 
master, and go on conquering kingdom after kingdom, 
“Till earth’s remotest nation 
Has learned Messiah’s name.” 1 
Once we were converted, we too became missionaries. But 
a church must first be organized. 


CHAPTER THIRD 


THE INCIPIENT CPIURCH 


Now that we were baptized we felt we were new men; at 
least we tried to feel so, and to appear so. Within a month 
we were to give up the humiliating name of the “Freshies,” 
and with the advent of younger brothers below us, we 
thought we ought to behave more like men and less like 
children. Christians and Sophomores ought to be ex¬ 
emplars in conduct and scholarship to heathens and Fresh¬ 
men. But heathenism and Freshmanism were not to be 
given up without due farewells to them. At the close of the 
term, therefore, the converted Freshmen assembled to¬ 
gether,—it was not on a Sunday though,—and repeated on 
a grander scale than ever before a fete 1 of the two isms we 
were leaving behind us. Edwin was sent to the farm to 
procure the biggest squash he could find, together with a 
quantity of radishes, cabbages and tomatoes. Francis our 
Botanist knew where the dandelion leaves could be found, 
and I was sent with his tin-can to pick up the can-full of 
these delicious plants. Frederick who was a skilled Chemist 
and always foremost in both the theory and practice of the 
Culinary Science, was ready with his alkali, salts, and 
sugar; and Hugh contributed his proficiency in Mathemat¬ 
ics and Physics by kindling the hottest fire for our purpose. 
The literary Paul was always lazy at such a time, though he 
was second to none when the consumption began. When all 
was ready, a signal was given for the consumption, and the 
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whole was dispatched in half an hour. Since then we tried 
to care less about our stomachs, and more about our souls. 

Before entering into the description of the little “church” 
we formed in our private rooms, I must notice here some of 
the personal traits of its members. 

The eldest of us was Hugh. He was a Mathematician 
and Engineer; was always practical, and had solid cash in 
view, of course with Christian aim. ITe need not inquire 
much into the reasons of Christianity, provided it could 
make men fair and square in business. He hated meanness 
and hypocrisy of all sorts, and his tact in tricks, of which 
he had a fertile resource, often cropped out in the 
“church,” inflicting peculiarly painful wounds upon his 
victims. He has ever been a reliable financial supporter of 
the church, has often been its treasurer, and calculated 
“strength of materials” for our new church-building some 
years afterward. 

Next in age came Edwin. Tie was a good-hearted fellow, 
foremost in every thing, ready with his tears when his 
sympathy was called for, and was always serviceable as 
“Commissioner for Arrangement.” At Christmas, in 
Dedication services, he would often “forget his meals” to 
have all things look nice and pretty. Dig in theology was 
not his. Some stories from the Illustrated Christian Week¬ 
lies impressed him more and drew more of his abundant 
tears than the best argument in Butler’s Analogy 1 or Lid- 
don’s Bampton Lectures? 

Francis had the roundest character among us, with 
“malice toward none, and charity toward all.” 3 “He is 
naturally good,” we used to say, “and he need not exert 
himself to be good.” His presence was peace, and when 
the incipient church was on the point of dissolution on 
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account of personal animosities or odium theologicum 1 
among its members, he was the cynosure around which we 
began to revolve once more in peace and harmony. He 
turned to be the best Botanist in the country, and as a 
Christian layman his service has always been invaluable in 
the advancement of God’s kingdom among his countrymen. 

Frederick, like Hugh, was a practical man, but with 
shrewdness and insight uncommon with a boy of his age. 
His favorite study was Chemistry, and he became one of 
the foremost Technologists in the country. 2 His literary 
accomplishment was considerable. He mastered German 
and French without the help of instructors, and could enjoy 
Schiller, 3 Milton, 4 and Shakespeare. He doubted some of 
the fundamental teachings of Christianity, but he early 
saw the impossibility of disposing all such difficulties by 
applying himself at them. Fie pressed on with a “pure, 
spotless life” in view, and as far as human judgement goes, 
he attained it. His too-much practical common-sense was 
sometimes not very congenial with the boyish air of the 
“church.” Still he bore, and we bore, and for four long 
years, he very seldom was absent from the meeting. 

Paul was a “scholar.” Fie often suffered from neuralgia, 
and was near-sighted. Fie could doubt all things, could 
manufacture new doubts, and must test and prove every¬ 
thing before he could accept it. Thomas 5 he ought have 
surnamed himself. But with his spectacles and all his 
assumed scholarly airs, he was a guileless boy at heart; and 
he could join with his comrades in a fete champetre 6 under 
cherry-blossoms in a Sabbath afternoon, after in that very 
morning he cooled the enthusiasm of the “church” with 
his gloomy and intricate doubts about Providence and 
Predestination. 
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Charles was a compound character. He was second only 
to Frederick in his shrewd common sense, but was more 
like Paul in his intellectual attitude toward Christianity. 
He like many other ardent youths tried to comprehend 
God and Universe by the aid of his intellect, and to con¬ 
form himself to the very letter of God’s eternal law by his 
own efforts; in which failing, he oscillated to an entirely 
different aspect of Christianity, and settled in his faith in 
the “gospel of good works.” Fie turned to be a learned 
engineer, and his sympathy in substantial forms can always 
be relied upon when some practical good is contemplated 
either within or without the church. 

Jonathan need not confess himself, as he is the subject of 
our study in this little volume. 

Such were “the seven” that formed the little “church.” 
With us joined for the first two years one S., 1 “Kahau” we 
nicknamed him, for he appeared as stub and acute as that 
monkey tribe. Fie was baptized a year before us, and had 
more of Christian experiences than any one of “the seven.” 

The Juniors had their religious meetings by themselves, 
and we the Christian Sophomores assembled by ourselves, 
but in the Sunday evening both joined together for the 
study of the Bible. It was generally acceded, however, that 
the Sophomores were more earnest than the Juniors, and 
our meeting was often coveted by the more earnest among 
the latter. 

Our Sunday services were conducted on this wise: The 
little church was entirely democratic, and every one of us 
stood on the same ecclesiastical footing as the rest of the 
members. This we found to be thoroughly Biblical and 
Apostolic. The leadership of the meeting therefore de¬ 
volved upon each one of us in turn. He was to be our 
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pastor, priest, and teacher,—even servant,—for the day. 
He was responsible for calling us together at the appointed 
time, his room was to be our church, and he must look 
how we were to be seated there. He alone could sit upon 
a stool, and his people sat before him in the true oriental 
fashion, upon blankets spread upon the floor. For our 
pulpit the mechanical Hugh fitted up a flour-barrel which 
we covered with a blue-blanket. Thus dignified, the pastor 
opened the service with a prayer, which was followed by 
reading from the Bible. He then gave a little talk of his 
own, and called up each of his sheep to give a talk of his 
own in turn. Sometime after we were baptized, Paul made 
a motion that some eatables be introduced to our meetings 
to serve as “attractions,” to which we all agreed. There¬ 
fore, the first thing on a Sunday morning was for the 
pastor of the day to make collections for this purpose, and 
to provide for the meeting some sweet things. Frederick 
favored the quality , but Hugh and Charles urged upon the 
quantity of these “attractions,” but we left the selection to 
the choice of the pastor. Thus provided, with water and 
tea besides, the service began; and when the pastor finished 
his talk, his helper distributed the cakes equally among 
the members; and “talks” went on as we helped ourselves 
with these refreshments. Each one made his own charac¬ 
teristic talk. Plugh’s favorite book was Nelson on Infidelity , 
and he condemned unbelief with his usual hatred against 
unfaithfulness of all sorts. Edwin would tell how Susie and 
Charlie saw the goodness of God in “snow, beautiful 
snow,” and how the merciful Providence fed helpless little 
birdies with tender grubs. Frederick’s talks were usually 
short. His usual subject was the majesty of God, and awe 
and reverence we should pay to Him. Charles would read 
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a page or so from Liddon’s Bampton Lectures which he 
specially ordered from England, but he could only half¬ 
understand what was stated therein, and we his hearers 
even less. Paul’s talks were essentially argumentative, and 
were always scholarly and well prepared. Francis never 
failed to inculcate upon us something solid and thoughtful. 
Jonathan would pour out his heart before them, whether 
it be fear or joy that engrossed him at the moment. 
“Kahau” read a chapter from the Village Sermons which 
we always enjoyed, but his talks were often altogether too 
long. Our sweet-meats were consumed usually long before 
the talks were over, and the rest of the time we kept our 
mouths moving by the occasional draughts of our un¬ 
sugared and unmilked tea. The dinner-bell at half-past 12 
o’clock was the signal for the close of the meeting. The 
apostolic benediction was said, and on we hastened to the 
dining room, after some four hours’ continual sitting upon 
the hard floor. 

As no religious books in our vernacular were available 
for our purpose, we had recourse mostly to English and 
American publications. By the effort of some of our 
Christian friends, some eighty volumes of the publications 
of the American Tract Society were secured, and the bound 
volumes of the Illustrated Christian Weeklies were endless 
sources of enjoyments to us. We had also about one 
hundred volumes sent by the London Tract Society and 
the Soc. of Promoting Christian Knowledge. Later, the 
Unitarian Association of Boston kindly contributed to us 
a good set of their publications, which too we were not 
afraid to read. But the books that helped us most were the 
well-known Commentaries by the lamented Rev. Albert 
Barnes of Philadelphia. 1 Deep spirituality that pervades 
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these volumes, their simple but lucid style and so much of 
Puritanism in them as to serve as healthy astringents upon 
the young converts in a heathen land, made these com¬ 
mentaries specially useful and fascinating to us. I believe 
by the end of my college course I read every word in his 
commentaries upon the New Testament, and the theolog¬ 
ical stamp of this worthy divine has never been removed 
from my mind. Blessed is he that makes good books! 

Our week-day prayer-meeting was held on the Wednes¬ 
day evening at half-past 9 o’clock. There were no “talks,” 
but all prayed, and it took an hour for the meeting to 
close. An hour’s continual kneeling upon the hard floor 
was not very comfortable. We learned afterward from 
our professor in physiology that such a prolonged kneeling, 
if long continued, might result in synovitis of the knee- 
joints. 

We took comparatively little parts in the united Bible- 
meeting in Sunday evening with the members of the upper 
class. There O. 1 the “Missionary Monk,” S. 2 the “Eldest,” 
and W. 3 the “Crocodile” had more ponderous arguments 
than we could offer for the defence and vindication of 
Christianity. We were usually glad when this meeting was 
over, when we had our own private service to refresh us 
once more before we closed this most enjoyable day of the 
week. 

With these remarks I am ready to give some more of 
extracts from my diaries. 

June 19,1878.—Went to theatre with the “six brothers.” 

Not three weeks yet after we were baptized! 
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July 5.—Received $17.50 as prizes for excellency in my 
studies. In afternoon, went to theatre with the whole class. 

We early disassociated theatre-going from Christianity. 

I did not go with very clear conscience, this for the second 
time since I was baptized. But this was the last for me in 
my life thus far to cross the threshold of a theatre of any 
description. I have learned, however, in after years that 
Christians may go to theatre without detriment to the wel¬ 
fare of their souls, and that many of them really do go. 
Yes, theatre-going may not be a sin as adultery is sin, but 
if I can get along without these “amusements that kill,” I 
believe I can just as well stay away from them without 
much detriment to my body or mind. 

Sept. 29, Sunday.—Spent the afternoon in the forest with 
the “six brothers.” Enjoyed wild grapes and berries, prayed 
and sang. Very fine day. 

One of those never-to-be-forgotten days when we uplifted 
our hearts to our Creator in the primeval forest. 

Oct. 20, Sunday.—Climbed the “Stone-Hill” with the 
“seven brothers.” Prayed and sang as usual. Refreshed 
with the wild berries on the way back. 

Another such day. We were not permitted to sing in our 
rooms, neither had we courage to do so, as we sang each in 
his own way, and there was no “musical melody” in our 
voices uncultivated and tunes untutored. Paul said he 
could sing all hymns with Toplady, 1 which was really the 
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only tune he knew! Yet, hills and mountains could bear 
with our music, and God knoweth that our songs had one 
element of good music in them —the feeling heart. 

Dec. 1.—Joined the Methodist Episcopal Church 
through Mr. H. 


The Rev. Mr. EL our beloved Missionary was again in 
the town, and we joined his church without scrutinizing 
pro and con of his or any other denomination. We only 
knew he was a good man, and thought that his church 
must be good too. 

Dec. 8, Sunday.—In evening, had serious talks with the 
“seven brothers.” We confessed our inmost thoughts to 
each other, and promised to bring about great reformations 
in our hearts. 

The best day we had had since we accepted Christianity. 
I believe we talked and prayed till long after midnight, for 
it was not many hours before the day dawned after we 
went to our beds. Everybody appeared like an angel on 
that night. The “spiny” Jonathan, the “knobby” Hugh, 
and the “Scrooge” 1 Frederick were as round as the 
“globular” Francis on that evening. The skeptic Paul 
found no objections against such a Christianity. O for 
more of such a night like this! Was that night more 
beautiful than this, when the angelic choir was heard in 
the heaven, and the Star of Bethlehem led the wise men of 
the East to the Infant Jesus! 

Dec. 25, Christmas.—Commemorated the coming to the 
earth of our Savior. No end to our pleasures. 
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The first Christmas we have had. The Juniors had “no 
faith 55 for this celebration. They imitated us the next year. 

Dec. 29, Sunday.—Etc., etc. about the oil in evening. 

This was the last Sabbath of the year, and the Christian 
members of both classes were seriously considering all the 
faults and short-comings of the year that was closing, and 
all the hopes and possibilities of the year that was coming. 
Our prayers and exhortations were unusually earnest that 
evening. But all at once we heard some one crying that 
Prof. I. 1 was back, and that he would demonstrate to us 
the possibility of making as good light with the rape-seed 
oil as with the kerosene. The fact was that the govern¬ 
ment authority passed a decree some weeks ago that im¬ 
ported articles be dispensed with as much as possible, and 
the kerosene oil coming all from the hills of Pennsylvania 
and New York must be substituted by the rape-seed oil of 
our own production. Our Yankee lamps therefore were 
all confiscated, and new lamps to burn the vegetable oil 
were offered us. But the light so made was miserably poor 
compared with the light given by the American mineral 
oil, and this served as a good excuse for neglect in our 
study. Mr. I. was an instructor in Mathematics, and we 
did not like him much. That Sunday night he was well 
saturated with alcohol, and his locomotory and vocal 
organs were not entirely under his control. To the usual 
complaints of one of the students about the new lamps, he 
replied that little more common sense on our part would 
prove the case to be otherwise, and he was going to demon¬ 
strate to us his statement in a scientific manner. The op¬ 
portunity was a good one to demonstrate to him how much 
we regarded him. Both Christians and non-Christians 
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united in this demonstration. Some of our semi-heathen 
Junior brothers, such as Y. 1 the “Square-faced,” U. 2 the 
“Good-natured,” and T. 3 the “Pterodactyl” threw their 
.Bibles upon the floor, and rushed at once into the scene of 
excitement. The professor’s scientific demonstration was 
not what we wanted. We took him outside, rolled him in 
snow, aimed at him a good number of snow-shells, and 
called him by all kinds of ungentlemanly names. Our 
Charles who was then in his best religious mood entreated 
us to withhold ourselves from such unchristian acts, but 
all in vain. After the poor professor under the influence of 
the alcoholic stmiulus was well tempered in the snow, the 
boys returned to the sacred meeting, and there was no St. 
Ambrose 4 to keep out these little TheodosiF from the room 
of worship. The sensation we experienced that Sunday 
evening can never be forgotten. Few penitential prayers 
were said, and the meeting was adjourned till the next 
year. Every one of us felt that Christ was not present in 
that meeting, or if he was, He left it as soon as some of us 
rushed out of the room to attack our poor professor with 
snow-balls. How far our practical Christianity was lagging 
behind our theoretic Christianity, we sincerely felt that 
evening. 

March 9, 1879. A change in the way of conducting our 
prayer-meetings. 

We were afraid of “synovitis” by too much continued 
kneeling. The general cry was for short prayers. The same 
things were not to be repeated in one and the same meet¬ 
ing. This curtailed the service to about 20 minutes, and 
we were not a little relieved. 
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I think it was about this time when an episode occurred 
in our usual prayer-meeting, which I failed to note down 
in my diary. The day was a Wednesday, and we were 
quite tired down after three hours’ manual labor upon the 
college farm. After heavy meals and usual drudging over 
our lessons, we were not in very fine mood to engage in 
spiritual communion with a Higher Power. But the rule 
was not to be changed, and when the bell rang Frederick 
who was our pastor for the evening gathered his sheep 
together for prayer. He kneeled by the flour-barrel, his 
head imbedded in his folded arms upon the pulpit, and 
opened the meeting with his short prayer. The other boys 
followed him one by one, each wishing that the meeting 
be closed as soon as possible. We were glad when the last 
one prayed, and were impatient to be excused at once by 
our pastor when the last amen was said. It was said and 
responded to, but the pastor was silent. His apostolic 
benediction 1 did not come, and no body else had the 
authority to adjourn the meeting. There was a perfect 
silence for about five minutes,—a long time for that night. 
We could kneel no longer. Jonathan was kneeling beside 
the pastor. He lifted up his head to see what was the 
matter with Frederick. Behold, the pastor was fast asleep 
upon the flour-barrel, and no wonder no benediction 
came! We might sit up the whole night if we waited for 
his holy words. Jonathan thought the case was exceptional, 
and that the rule could be temporarily modified on such 
an occasion without the consent of our “oecumenical 
council.” 2 So he rose, and said in a solemn voice. “As our 
brother Frederick fell asleep, God will pardon me to 
exercise the pastor’s office. May the grace of our Lord 
Jesus Christ, etc. Amen.” “Amen” all responded, and up 
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came our tired heads. But Frederick’s was upon the barrel, 
as immovable as a log. Charles shook him, and he awoke. 
He was going to dismiss us with his benediction,—he did 
not forget his duty in the dreamland,—but it was already 
said, and we were ready to separate. It was too bad for 
Frederick that he slept on his pulpit, but we could all 
forgive him, for we were all very sleepy on that night. 
Even the holy Apostles slept when their Master was pray- 
ing, 1 and why not we young Christians after hard labor 
and good square meals! 

May 11, Sunday.—Cherry-blossom hunting in afternoon. 

May 18, Sunday.—Excursion to the forest in afternoon. 

June 2, Monday.—The anniversary of our new birth 
(that is, of baptism.) Tea-party with the seven brothers, 
and pleasant conversations for several hours. 

The commemoration of our spiritual birth-day. I see no 
reason why we should not remember this day, and have 
nice time on the day our mothers gave us birth to this 
weary earth. Yet with many a Christian both in my country 
and others, the spiritual birth-day seems to have not half 
as many kind words and beautiful presents as the day of 
the advent of our perishable body to this earth. 

June 15, Sunday.—The day of festival for the guardian 
god of the district. 2 Very much distressed. But I did see 
horse-race, I did accept invitation from Francis’ uncle (for 
“carnal pleasures”) and I did gormandize. Alas! 
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Our puritanic Sabbath was much disturbed by the 
heathen festival, and I yielded to the temptations. “Though 
I would do good, evil was present with me; and with the 
flesh I served the law of sin. O wretched man that I 
was! 5,1 

The summer of 1879 I spent in my home in the metro¬ 
polis, 2 some 600 miles south of where my college was, 3 
the good Francis accompanying me in the travel. The 
chief aim I had in taking this long journey was to preach 
the gospel of Christ to my father and mother, brothers 
and sister. It was very pleasant to come home after two 
years’ absence from it. Wherever there was a mission 
station on our way, we called upon our Christian friends, 
and religion was the main topic of our conversations. I 
told my mother that I became a new man in S., and that 
she too must become what I became. But she was so much 
taken up with the joy of seeing her son again that she cared 
nothing about what I told her about Christianity. Usual 
oblations were offered to the family idols to return thanks 
for my safe arrival, which of course gave me sore pain in 
my heart. I often retired to my closet to beseech my 
Savior to save this heathen home. I did sincerely believe 
that unbaptized souls were in the danger of eternal con¬ 
demnation in the hell, and my whole energy was directed 
toward the conversion of my family members. But the 
mother was indifferent, the father was decidedly antago¬ 
nistic, and my younger brother who afterward became a 
fine Christian was so provoking to me as to have turned 
a copy of the Epistle to the Romans which I gave him into a 
“codex rescriptus,” 4 writing in between the sacred columns 
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something to show his contempt of Christianity. Yet I 
persevered and continued on praying, till near the time of 
my departure for my college I succeeded in extracting 
from my father a promise to examine the faith I im¬ 
plored him to receive. 

While in the metropolis, I met with many “brothers and 
sisters,’ 5 and feasted upon sermons and addresses which it 
was wholly impossible to hear in the place where my col¬ 
lege was. I believed that Christians were an entirely 
different set of people from heathens, and that the fellow- 
disciples of Christ ought to stick closer than brothers to 
each other. We knew such was the case among the 
brethren in our little church, and thought the same was 
true throughout the church universal. So confident, so 
unsuspicious, we were received with welcome everywhere, 
and we thought our beliefs upon this point were correct. 
We saw several good churches, with pulpits not like ours 
made of a flour-barrel, rows of benches far superior to our 
blue-blankets spread upon the hard floor, organs to attune 
voices, etc. They all made us eagerly to anticipate for the 
time, when after finishing our college-course we would 
have a church made for us like those we saw in the more 
civilized part of our country. There also we were taught 
in many things, and among the rest, how to say our grace 
before our meals. This we never had done thus far, and 
we went right at once into our meals, as dogs and heathens 
do when they are hungry. We paid a visit to a native 
Methodist minister, and there was also present with him 
cne Mr. Y., 1 a young Presbyterian. They asked us to stop 
for the dinner, which we gladly did; and when a little 
wooden stand with a cupful of white rice, a fish, and some 
vegetables upon it was placed before each of us, Francis 
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and I in our usual savage style, lifted our chop-sticks, and 
proceeded right at once to help ourselves. Mr. Y. then 
gravely said, “Do you not pray before you eat? Let us 
pray.” We stood abashed, laid our sticks down, bowed our 
heads as they did, and waited for the outcome. The 
grace was said, but we hesitated to commence eating, for 
we were afraid we might be asked to do something more. 
They then kindly told us to begin. I do still remember 
every word that was said then, and every thing that was 
offered me to eat. The fish was a gray sole, with five 
black horizontal bars across its back, its mouth on the left 
side of the body and making a curvature little above the 
pectoral fin. 1 I did observe all this while I cast down my 
eyes in shame and confusion. But the lesson once taught 
has never been forgotten since. We taught it to our 
brethren when we returned to our college in the Fall, and 
the “grace-less” meals soon became signs of the reprobate 
among us. On many an occasion in after years, where 
religion was held in scorn and contempt, and prayers 
before meals were watched with ridicule, I have never 
failed to stick to the practice I learned in a Methodist 
minister’s room. 

Aug. 25, Monday.—Reached S. at 7 P. M. No end to 
the joys of the brethren to see us again. Deeply impressed 
with their love and faithfulness. 

Glad to be in our College-home once more. We found a 
table well spread with tea and sweet things waiting us. 
We told the brethren all what we saw in the metropolis, 
mostly about churches and Christians there. The impres¬ 
sions of the metropolitan churches upon us were not al- 
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together satisfactory. We might just as well remain con¬ 
tented with the flour-barrel pulpit and all the rustic sim¬ 
plicities of our own little “church.” 

Aug. 31, Sunday.—Meeting very interesting. 

It could not be otherwise after the absence of two of its 
members for about two months. 

Nothing worth noting down till the end of the year. 
There was one experiment, however, which we tried in 
our Sunday services, which must have taken place sometime 
between this and Christmas. We got tired with our 
“talks,” and some changes in the methods of conducting 
our meetings were very desirable. One of us made a 
suggestion that we might prepare ourselves during our 
College days to meet infidels whom we would be sure to 
meet when we go into the world. We all discussed the 
plan, and concluded that the best method would be to 
divide the “church” into two divisions, one representing 
the Christian and the other the infidel side, and to let 
each division take the two sides alternately. The members 
of the infidel side were to ask all manners of questions 
which infidels might ask, and those of the Christian side 
were to answer them. The plan was agreed upon, and it 
was to be carried into practice from the next Sunday. 

On that day,—the first Sabbath when the meeting was 
conducted on the new method,—we divided the members 
into two parties by lots, Charles, Jonathan, Frederick and 
Edwin falling into the Christian side, and Francis, Hugh, 
Paul, and “Kahau” into the skeptic or infidel side. A 
Warburton, 1 a Chalmers, 2 a Liddon and a Gladstone 3 were 
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arrayed on one side, and a Bolingbroke, 1 a Hume, 2 a 
Gibbon 3 and a Huxley 4 on the other. After prayers and 
distribution of eatables as usual, the engagement began. 
The subject of the day was the “Existence of God.” 
Francis the first skeptic attacked Charles the first apolo¬ 
gist. To the challenge that the Universe could have existed 
by itself, Charles brought forth arguments showing that 
matter had unmistakable characteristics of manufactured 
articles (the argument borrowed from Maxwell, 5 I sup¬ 
pose), and that as such it could not be self-existing. The 
first attack was repulsed, and our faith was nobly defended. 
The practical Hugh had not much formidable arguments 
to array against Christianity, and Jonathan’s task was not 
a difficult one to meet his objections. Now it was con¬ 
clusively proved that this Universe must have had its 
Creator, that this Creator was self-existing, and that He 
was Almighty and All-wise. But now it was Paul’s turn 
to make an assault, and Frederick was to meet him. They 
had not been on very friendly terms for some days, and 
we were afraid of the outcome of such an encounter. We 
have already seen that the scholarly Paul had more 
doubts than he could answer; and the present occasion 
gave him the first-rate opportunity to pour out the stiffest 
doubt he could manufacture in his neuralgic head. “I 
grant,” he began, “that this Universe is a created Universe, 
that God is All-wise and Almighty, and that nothing is 
impossible with this God. But how can you prove to me 
that this God, after Fie created this Universe and set it in 
motion so that it can grow and develop by itself with the 
potential energy imparted by Him,—that this Creator hath 
not put an end to Flis own existence and annihilated Him¬ 
self. If He can do all things, why cannot He commit 
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suicide!” An intricate, almost blasphemous question! How 
can the practical Frederick dispose of this question? Our 
eyes were fixed upon the perplexed apologist, and even 
the infidel side was solicitous about Fred’s answer. For a 
moment he was silent, but the triumphant Paul still pressed 
on with his attack. Frederick must say something. Muster¬ 
ing his courage, he said in a scornful way, “Well, only 
fools will ask such questions.” “Why, fools? you call me a 
fool then?” retorted the exasperated Paul. “Yes, I should 
say so,” was Frederick’s determined answer. Paul could 
hold himself no longer. “Brethren,” he said, as he rose and 
beat his breast, “I can bear this company no longer.” 
Away he rushed out of the room, the door violently shut 
after him, and we heard him groaning till he reached his 
own room. The rest of us was taken up with a dismay. 
Some said Paul was wrong, others that Frederick was 
wrong too. The important question in issue was laid aside. 
We were now anxious how to reconcile the belligerent 
parties. The meeting was closed without further discus¬ 
sions, and the new plan was given up altogether. We found 
out that we ourselves had more doubts than we could 
answer, and that perhaps the best way could be for us to 
solve them in our own hearts with the help from on high. 
The next Sunday we resumed our old method, and the 
lion and the ox did lie together in peace. 1 

Dec. 24, Christmas Eve.—Examination in surveying. 
Busy with Edwin in arranging for the evening. The meet¬ 
ing began at 7 P. M. All the Christians were present as 
one body. Eatings and tea-drinkings and miscellaneous 
talks till IIP. M. No end to our pleasures. 
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Our upper-class men united with us in the Christmas 
feast this year. This commemoration was made on a 
grander scale than it was the last year. The college kindly 
lent us a recitation hall which we nicely decorated, and 
enough contributions were made to make the festival truly 
enjoyable. There was wrestling of a white and a red 
“Darumas,”* the latter very ingeniously fitted up by one 
John K., 1 an upper-class man. Y. the “Square-Faced” 
rolled himself into the effigy, and when it first appeared 
everybody thought it was nothing but a common idol, 
“with eyes that see not, and ears that cannot understand.” 
All at once however, its eyes began to move, the “apodal 
Daruma” stood upon its own feet, two arms were thrust 
forth through his sides, and the whole began to dance. 
Then a white Daruma came out to meet him, and the two 
wrestled under the umpireship of Jonathan. O it was such 
a fun! When they retired, there came out a savage, naked 
except round his loin, and the same was no other than S. 
the “Eldest,” who as the tallest and oldest boy among the 
Christians, was always looked upon as our leader in reli¬ 
gious matters. He danced in this formidable attire, and 
retired. We did laugh till our diaphragms were well nigh 
gone down. We were so glad that our Savior came down 
to the earth to save us. Four hundred years ago, Savo¬ 
narola 2 instituted such holy carnivals in Florence, and the 
monks danced as they sang, 

“Never was there so sweet a gladness, 

Joy of so pure and strong a fashion, 


* Dharma,—a Chinese Buddhist, whose images are common 
toys for children. He is usually represented as having no feet. 
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As with zeal, love, and passion, 

Thus to embrace Christ’s holy madness. 

Cry with me, cry now as I cry, 

Madness, madness, holy madness!” 

Dec. 25.—Meeting at half-past 10 o’clock. The greatest 
pleasures (holy) since we came to S. 

This was a true thanksgiving meeting. No tea or cakes 
in this meeting. There were prayers and serious talks, S. 
the “Eldest” leading the meeting. O. the “Missionary 
Monk” gave us a talk on the history and raison d’etre 1 of 
the Christmas festival. Indeed everybody was serious that 
morning. I heard up in New Orleans the Lent 2 with its 
fastings and penance is preceded by carnivals of the wildest 
sort. Only we were not so indulgent as the Louisianians. 

Nothing further is noted down till 

March 28, 1880. Sunday.—Meeting greatly declines in 
interest. 

We could not hold ourselves in white heat all the while. 
Indeed, there was a decided flagging in our enthusiasm all 
through the spring of this year. Sometimes some petty 
affairs among the members disturbed the peace and har¬ 
mony of the whole “church.” Once we prayed with our 
faces turned toward the walls, saying something “in¬ 
sinuating” in our prayers, not to be heard, of course, by 
our Father in Heaven, but by one these words were aimed 
at. Yet with all these, we forsook not “the assembling of 
ourselves together.” Heb. X, 25. 
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June was a busy month to us religiously. We celebrated 
our second anniversary of our new birth with the usual 
hilarity. The snow having melted and the fair weather 
setting in, we had visits from three missionaries 1 in suc¬ 
cession,—one American and two British,—and our hungry 
souls were fed with good supplies of sermons and other 
religious instructions. The Hon. Mr. U., 2 a British consul 
in a neighboring sea-port, was also here, and in the house 
where he stayed, there was held an Episcopal service on 
the grandest scale we ever had witnessed so far. The 
general impression of the service upon the boys was that it 
was somewhat “Buddhistic,” its liturgy and surplice being 
not entirely consonant with our idea of simplicity in re¬ 
ligion. The notable event in this service was the demeanor 
of our semi-heathenish U. the “Good-Natured,” T. the 
“Pterodactyl,” and some others, who burst into a loud 
laughter when they saw two English ladies saluting each 
other by bringing their lips in contact. We read in the 
Bible how Laban 3 kissed his sons and daughters, but had 
never seen the actual kissing before. Our misdemeanor was 
really inexcusable. 

In July the upper-class graduated, and the cause of 
Christianity was much strengthened thereby. There were 
eight Christians among them, viz. S. the “Eldest,” O. the 
“Missionary Monk,” U. the “Good-Natured,” T. the 
“Pterodactyl,” John K. an Episcopalian, W. the “Cro¬ 
codile,” K. 4 the “Patagonian” and Y. the “Square-Faced.” 
All very nice fellows; and notwithstanding the semi-hea- 
thenish appearances of some of them, and remnants of 
sinful and tricky propensities inherited from their ancestors, 
they were in the bottom of their hearts genuine Christian 
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gentlemen. We take a photograph together, dine together, 
and discuss about the erection of a house of worship in a 
near future. Within a year, we the remaining eight shall 
join them, and together we shall carry the Gospel of Christ 
to the people among whom we live. 

Sept. 18.—The Rev. Mr. D. 1 arrives here. 

Sept. 19, Sunday.—Made a call upon Mr. D. 

Sept. 20.—An English service by Mr. D. in the eve¬ 
ning. 

Mr. D. took the place of our beloved missionary Mr. 
EL, and he was now on the second visit to our place. We 
had something to tell him about our plan for the future 
church, to which he did not give all his consents. 

Oct. 3.—Consultation about the new church building. 

Now that several Christians have gone out into the 
active world, we may have a church of our own; and we 
are not idle in planning for it. 

Oct. 15.—The Revs. Messrs. Den. 2 and P. 3 are here. 
We meet them at Mr. N.’s. 4 

Elave frequent visits from missionaries this year. Messrs. 
Den. and P. are Episcopalians. Our movements are calling 
forth the attention of the religious world, and we are not 
neglected. 

Oct. 17, Sunday.—Meeting at Mr. S.’s. Six baptisms. 
Eloly Sacrament at 3 P.M. 
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Numbers are being added to our holy company, thank 
God. One thing we were sorry about; i.e. there were 
distinct tendencies for our having two churches in the little 
place, one an Episcopalian, and the other a Methodist 
church. “One Lord, one faith, one baptism,” 1 we began 
to ponder in our hearts. What is the use of having two 
separate Christian communities, when even one is not 
strong enough to stand upon its own feet. We felt for the 
first time in our Christian experience the evils of denomina- 
tionalism. 

Nov. 21, Sunday.—All the Christians of the place are 
in the meeting. 

Since our upper-class men graduated, we have not had 
a full meeting for a long while. Now that we meet all 
together, we discuss once more about the new church, 
its scope, its constitution, the advisability of having but 
one church in the place, etc. 

Dec. 26, Sunday.— Perplexed about “Election.” 2 

Our little church discusses once more about the doctrine 
of Election. The chapter of the morning was Rom. IX. 

In the old Bible which I spoiled pretty thoroughly with 
underscorings and marginal-notings with inks of diverse 
colors, I find a large interrogation mark (?) hanging like 
a large fishhook over the awful and mysterious chapter. 
Our Paul’s pessimistic conclusion was this: “If God made 
one vessel unto honour and another unto dishonour, there 
is no use of attempting to be saved, for God will take care 
of His own, and we shall be saved or damned notwith¬ 
standing all our efforts to be otherwise.” A similar doubt 
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torments every ruminating Christian in every clime. Well 
let it be by, for we cannot afford to give up the Bible and 
Christianity because we cannot comprehend the doctrine 
of Election. 

Jan. 3, 1881.—Invitation from “Palmyra. 551 Games and 
lots till 9 in the evening. 

Our Christian baccalaureates had their home, several of 
them domiciling under one roof. As their nest lay in the 
midst of a large farm, away from the habitations of human 
kind, we called it by the name of the city of the beautiful 
Zenobia, 2 “the city in the Desert. 55 Such invitations were 
quite frequent, and they did much to knit our hearts 
together. We had our love-feasts, 3 more substantial than 
those of the followers of Wesley, 4 in that ours consisted of 
beef, pork, chicken, onion, beet, potatoes, all thrown into 
one iron pot and boiled therein. The Christians, both men 
and women, surrounded the metallic receptacle and feasted 
therefrom. Not much of etiquette in this, of course, but 
oftentimes severity in etiquette is inversely proportional as 
the square of distance between the communing hearts. 
“Men who ate rice out of the same kettle 55 is our popular 
saying about the intimacy well nigh approaching the bond 
of blood-relationship, and we believed and still believe in 
the necessity of some other bonds of union for those who 
are to fight and suffer for one and the same cause than 
the breaking of bread and drinking of wine by the hand 
of an officiating minister. Could such a band be divided 
into “two churches 55 even though ministers of two different 
denominations wrote the sign of the Cross upon our fore¬ 
heads? Yes, we are one, as the chicken we boiled in our 
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kettle was one, and a large potato which Jonathan shared 
with Hugh after it came out of the stove was one. 

Jan. 9, Sunday.—Am appointed one of the Committee 
for the construction of the new church. 

The new church was decided upon, and a committee 
was appointed therefore. It consisted of S. the Eldest, 
W. the “Crocodile,” O. the “Missionary Monk,” Edwin, 
and myself. 

March 18, Friday.—A meeting of the Committee. Decide 
upon the lot and the building. 

We had a letter from Rev. Mr. D. telling us that the 
Methodist Episcopal Church of America would help us 
with four hundred dollars to build a new church for us. 
We did not wish to have it given us; we would only borrow 
it, to be returned in the earliest possible opportunity. 
There was a strong reason for having such a desire, which 
we shall see bye-and-bye. The lot was to cost one hundred 
dollars, and the rest we would spend upon the building. 
But, wait, brethren, four hundred dollars in Mexican silver 
will be some seven hundred dollars in our paper-money, 
and are you sure you can pay up all this sum within a year 
or so, each of you receiving, as you do, only thirty dollars 
for your monthly salary? Uh! Serious! We want, and 

must have a church, but to be indep., well we 

don’t know. 

March 20, Sunday.—Our carpenter comes and presents 
us his estimate for the new church building. 
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The plan of the building looks nice, but we must incur 
debt for making such a church. Uh! 

March 24, Thursday.—Money-order arrives from Mr. 
D. Have it cashed in the bank. A meeting of the Com¬ 
mittee in evening. Write a letter to Mr. D. 

The money finally comes. Jonathan is to be the trea¬ 
surer for a time; and he brings four-inch-thickness of 
paper-money into his room in the college-dormitory. It is 
the largest sum of money he ever has handled in his life. 
But look, my soul, the money is not thine, neither is it 
properly the church’s. It is to be returned; use it with cau¬ 
tion. 

March 31. 1 —Marriage ceremony of John K. at 7 P.M., 
Rev. Mr. Den. officiating. Entertainment with tea and 
cakes afterward. Infinite pleasures till 10 P.M. The first 
marriage among the S. Christians. 

John an Episcopalian was the first among the Christian 
boys to enter into the state of matrimonial bliss. The cere¬ 
mony was conducted in an Episcopalian style, the bride 
and the bridegroom exchanging their rings at the altar. It 
was quite a departure from the custom we had been used 
to in our country. At the table where refreshments were 
served up, several boys made speeches one after another, 
and bade success and God-speed to the new couple. But 
we could hardly believe that he who fitted up a red 
Dharma for us on a Christmas eve was now a husband! 
“The Lord make the woman that is come unto thine house 
like Rachel and like Leah, which two did build the house 
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of Israel.” Ruth IV, 11. She might in a similar manner 
help to build up the house of God we were planning then. 

March 31.—The church matter getting into troubles. 
The Committee meets in evening, and decides to give up 
the idea of a new building. 

The fact was, the lot of land which we proposed to buy 
was not to be had, and as it was not possible to find out 
another lot, “we must either hang our church in the air,” 
as K. the “Patagonian” suggested, “after the fashion of 
Queen Semiramis’ garden, 1 or give up the idea of the new 
building altogether.” And we were not sorry that we 
came to such a conclusion, for we were extremely afraid of 
running into a big debt; and if we could have any place for 
worship—be it ever so humble—we would greatly prefer it 
to a stately building built upon our credit. 

April 1.—The carpenter is away, and the matter gets 
into further trouble. 

April 3.—S. the “Eldest” talks with the carpenter, and 
the matter looks to settle fairly. 

April 15.—Decide to pay $20 to the carpenter. 

The obtrusive Edwin, one of the members of the Com¬ 
mittee, made an arrangement with the carpenter to have 
the timber ready within a fixed period. The carpenter 
therefore sent his men to mountains to hew the wood. 
The difficulty was this: Solomon made a verbal contract 
with Hiram to have a temple built for him in Jerusalem. 2 
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Hiram believed in Solomon; so he sent his men at once to 
the Lebanon to cut down its cedars for the royal purpose. 
But subsequently Solomon found out that the Mt. Moriah 
where he intended to build his temple was not to be had, 
for some one else had already possessed it; and he was not 
very willing to run in debt with Pharaoh, which was neces¬ 
sary in order to execute his plan. So he gave up the plan 
of building the temple. But the Lebanon was resounding 
with the axes of the men of Hiram chopping wood for 
Solomon. Meanwhile Hiram went down to Zidon on his 
own business account, so that Solomon could not find him 
out to tell him of the change that was made about the new 
building. Each day that Solomon delayed in transmitting 
the news to Hiram involved either party in further troubles; 
and Solomon and his councillors became uneasy. At last, 
Hiram returned to Tyre, Solomon informed him that the 
temple was not to be built, and asked him to call back all 
his men from the Lebanon. But Hiram’s men had been 
in the mountains for over two weeks, and a considerable 
number of cedars and cypresses had been already cut down 
and prepared for timbers; and Hiram wanted to have the 
loss covered by Solomon. Solomon asks his councillors 
about the matter. S. the “Eldest” and W. the “Crocodile” 
read something in Bentham 1 and John Stuart Mill, 2 and 
they think that as Solomon did not put his royal seal upon 
the contract made with Hiram, therefore Solomon has no 
legal obligation to pay for Hiram’s loss. But the king’s 
other councillors, O. the “Missionary Monk” and Jonathan, 
think otherwise. Hiram trusted in Solomon’s words as the 
words of one who believes in Jehovah and His covenant; 
and it makes no difference whether the royal seal was put 
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or not. The king must pay, or else the house of David 1 
shall lose the confidence of the public. But S. and W. are 
strong in their legal convictions, and the whole people of 
Israel approve their arguments. O. and Jonathan, how¬ 
ever, cannot bear such a course. They meet one cold 
winter morning upon snow, and there come into the con¬ 
clusion that they shall bear the responsibility by themselves. 
They see Hiram privately, tell him that they themselves are 
poor, but that they are sorry to see him unfairly treated. 
Hiram is touched with the sincerity of the two men of 
Israel, says that he too shall bear a part of the loss, and 
that $20 from the Israelites will satisfy him. Jonathan is 
yet a student, and his regular income is only ten cents a 
week. O. pays the whole sum, and Jonathan will settle 
account with him when the latter will graduate from the 
college in the next July. The whole difficulty was thus 
settled with little self-sacrifice on the part of the two of 
Solomon’s councillors. Subsequently, U. the “Good-Na¬ 
tured” and Hugh came to the help of O. and Jonathan, 
and shared part of the debt the last two incurred.—A 
petty affair not worth mentioning, my readers may say; 
but such an experience like this teaches us more about 
God and man than whole lots of theologies and philosophies 
we dive into. 

April 17, Sunday.—Take walk with Charles in after¬ 
noon to seek a house. The Committee meets at the house 
of S. the “Eldest.” 

A new building being given up, we begin to find out a 
house already built. 
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April 24.—Meet with O., and consult with him about 
the church. 

April 30.—Call upon O. The independence of the 
church is spoken of for the first time. 

We are not very successful in having a house of wor¬ 
ship. The members are getting somewhat discouraged. 
Our Episcopalian brethren have already their house of 
worship; and why cannot we become one, and all assemble 
in their church? “Necessity is the mother of inventions.” 
Our failures in having a church drove us to a higher and 
nobler conception of Christian unity and independence. It 
was the Spirit that was guiding us! 

May 15, Sunday.—The church meets in “Palmyra,” 
and discusses about independence. Opinions are various. 
The meeting closed without coming into any definite con¬ 
clusion. 

The matter is getting to be more serious. Let all the 
Christians meet, and discuss about this most important 
question of the church independence. Jonathan is young, 
idealistic, and impulsive. Pie sees no difficulty in separating 
ourselves from the existing denominations and in constitut¬ 
ing ourselves into a new and independent body. But S. 
the “Eldest” and W. the “Crocodile” are prudent, and 
they will not have such rashness committed among us. 
U. the “Good-Natured” and O. the “Missionary Monk” 
take side with Jonathan, but are not so confident of success 
as he. We came to no definite conclusion on that after¬ 


noon. 


Ill The Incipient Church 


65 


May 22, Sunday.—The church independence is getting 
to be the public opinion among its members. Meet with O. 
in evening, and draw up a constitution with him. 

May 23.—Meet with O., and consult with him about 
the church affairs. Entertained with buck-wheat by him. 

The cry for independence is getting upper-hand. O. and 
Jonathan attempt a draft of the constitution for the would- 
be independent church. The idea that two boys of twenties 
should undertake a task which baffled the biggest heads of 
Europe and America! Preposterous! But courage! “for 
God hath chosen the foolish things of the world to con¬ 
found the wise. 551 But let us refresh ourselves with buck¬ 
wheat when we get tired. 

Near the end of the month, Mr. D. made his third visit 
to us, and ministered unto us with sermons, baptisms, and 
the Lord’s supper, as usual. But we could not very well 
conceal from him our intention of separating ourselves 
from his church,—the Methodist Episcopal Church,—and 
he was not very well pleased with such an intention. He 
returned to his mission station after staying with us for 
nine days,—not the happiest visit he had made to us. 

Meanwhile, our college-days were coming near their 
end. 

June 26, Sunday.—The last Sabbath in the college. The 
brethren spoke out their hearts in the meeting. W. offered 
prayer. I spoke that for the sake of the Kingdom of 
Heaven I would choose no place where I might be sent to. 
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Charles spoke how he would work for the Kingdom’s 
sake while engaged in a secular work, and he strongly 
maintained the importance of this phase of the Christian 
work. Then Francis, Edwin, Paul, Hugh followed, and 
told how much they were benefitted by our meetings 
during our college days. Y. gave us an exhortation. Z. laid 
stress upon the improvement of human hearts as the work 
of mankind. “Kahau” also had something to tell of his 
feelings. Frederick prayed at the close of the meeting. 
No such meeting during all our college days. 

A most impressive meeting. The “church” which met 
through hot and cold, in love and hatred, during four long 
years, was now to be dissolved. Good-bye to the flour- 
barrel pulpit! We may in the days to come visit Boston, 
and worship in its Tremont Temple or Trinity Church; or 
roam through Europe, and hear the sacred mass at the 
Notre Dame in Paris, or at the famed cathedral in Co¬ 
logne; may receive the papal benediction at St. Peter’s, 
Rome; but the charm, the sacredness that attended thee 
when Frederick or Hugh passed the apostolic benediction 
from thee shall never be surpassed. Good-bye to the 
beloved water-jug which drew us together to feastings both 
sacred and profane! Wine that we may partake from 
golden chalices shall never have that communing power 
with which the cool sparkling liquid as it came out of thy 
mouth knitted our heterogeneous hearts into one har¬ 
monious whole. Good-bye, ye blue blankets! The “pews” 
ye offered us were the comfortablest we shall ever have. 
Good-bye to the little “church” with all its “attractions” 
and childish experiments; its bickerings and insinuating 
prayers; its sweet talks and Sunday-aftemoon feasts! 
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“Sweet Sabbath School! more dear to me. 

Than fairest palace dome, 

My heart e’er turns with joy to thee, 

My own dear Sabbath home. 

“Here first my wilful, wandering heart, 

The way of life was shown; 

Here first I sought the better part, 

And gained a Sabbath Home. 

“Here Jesus stood with loving voice, 

Entreating me to come, 

And make of Him my only choice, 

In this dear Sabbath Home.” 

“Sabbath Home! Blessed Home! 

My heart e’er turns with joy to thee, 

My own dear Sabbath Home.” 1 

July 9, Saturday.—The commencement day. Military 
drill 2 at 1.15 P.M. Literary exercises begin at 2. The 
orations were as followes: 

How Blessed is Rest after Toil,—Edwin. 

The Importance of Morality in the Farmer,—Charles. 
Agriculture as an Aid to Civilization,—Paul. 

The Relation of Botany to Agriculture,—Francis. 

The Relation of Chemistry to Agriculture,—Frederick. 
Fishery as a Science,—Jonathan. 

The distribution of diplomas 3 by the president amidst loud 
applause. ************** 
***************** 
I thank my Heavenly Father for all the honors 4 of this day. 
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The day for leaving the college is at hand; and as I think 
of the heavy responsibility I have to bear, how I must go 
among the sons of Satan (the world), I feel how strong 
should my faith become. Joys there are in my heart, but 
tears are not wanting. I only pray for the grace to serve 
my Heavenly Father with all humility. 

The class entered the college with twenty-one. By illness 
and defection, we were reduced to twelve when we grad¬ 
uated. Seven of them were Christians, and they were the 
seven which occupied the first seven seats 1 on the day of 
graduation. One main objection of the non-Christian part 
of the class against Christianity was that it did not allow 
them to study on Sundays. We the Christians accepted 
this Sabbath law; and though our examinations began 
always on Monday mornings, Sundays were days of rest to 
us, and Physics, Mathematics, or any thing that pertained 
to “flesh” was cast aside on holy days. But lo! at the 
close of our college days, when all our “marks” were 
summed up, we the Sabbath-keepers were given us the 
first seven seats in the class, were to make all the class- 
speeches, and to carry away all the prizes but one! 2 Thus 
we gave one more proof of the “practical advantage” of 
Sabbath-keeping, saying nothing of its intrinsic worth as 
a part of God’s eternal laws. 

Seven more now added to the “contributable” force of 
Christians, and a true, veritable church might now be had. 
Had it not been our dream to have a real church,—not a 
toy church,—as soon as we went out to the world? Before 
we thought of having homes or making money, we thought 
of building a church. Let us, as our John said in his 
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sermon, “disperse heathens as we do street-dogs/’ 1 and 
conquer men, devils, and all, with our united force and 
courage. 

“In the lexicon of youth, which fate reserves 
For a bright manhood, there is no such word 
As— fail .”— Ed. B. Lytton. 2 


CHAPTER FOURTH 

A NEW CHURCH AND LAY-PREACHING 




As soon as we graduated from our college, each of us 
was offered a position 1 with a salary of thirty dollars a 
month. We were taught in practical sciences, and were 
intended to develop the material resources of our country. 
We never have swerved from this aim. In Jesus of 
Nazareth we saw a man who was the Savior of mankind 
by being the son of a carpenter, and we his lowly disciples 
might be farmers, fishermen, engineers, manufacturers, and 
be at the same time preachers of the gospel of peace. 
Peter a fisherman and Paul a tent-maker were our ex¬ 
amples. We never have construed Christianity as a hier¬ 
archy or ecclesiasticalism of any sort. We take it essentially 
as people’s religion , and our being “men of the world” 
are of no obstacles whatever for our being preachers 
and missionaries. We believe, no more consecrated set of 
youngmen ever left a hall of learning than we when we left 
our science college. Our aim was spiritual , though our 
training and destinations were material. 

After I finished my college-course, I made another visit 
to my home in the metropolis, this time all the “six 
brethren” coming up with me. Our stay in the city was 
thoroughly enjoyable. We had many invitations from mis¬ 
sionaries, were lauded for what little we had done; were 
asked to speak of our experiences in their meetings. We 
studied the constructions of churches, and the ways of 
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managing them, to apply them in our own church when 
we returned to our place. Though coming from the far 
north, from amidst primeval forests and bears and wolves, 
we found we were not the least intelligent among Chris¬ 
tians. What we heard from the flour-barrel pulpit and 
talked about upon the blue blankets, were not the crudest 
thoughts when compared with the teachings and cultures 
of the metropolitan churches. On some points, indeed, we 
thought we had profounder and healthier views than our 
friends who were nurtured under the care of professional 
theologians. 

I also carried on my missionary work among my friends 
and relatives, as I had done two years ago. The arch¬ 
heretic was my father, 1 who with his learning and strong 
convictions of his own, was the hardest to approach with 
my faith. For three years I had been sending him books 
and pamphlets, and had written him constantly, imploring 
him to come to Christ and receive His salvation. He was 
a voracious reader and my books were not entirely ignored. 
But nothing could move him. He was a righteous man as 
far as social morality was concerned, and as is always the 
case with such a man, he was not one who felt the need of 
salvation most. At the close of my college course, I was 
again awarded with a little sum of money for my study 
and industry, and I thought of using it in the most profit¬ 
able way possible. I prayed my God over it. Just then 
a thought occured to me that I might take some presents 
to my parents; and no better articles were suggested to me 
for this purpose than the Commentary on the Gospel of 
St. Mark, written by Dr. Faber, 2 a German missionary in 
China. The work was in five volumes, and as a product 
of sound and broad scholarship in the learnings of the 
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people for whom it was intended, it was, and still is, very 
highly spoken of. It was written in unpointed Chinese, 
and I thought the difficulty of reading it, if not any thing 
else, might whet my father’s intellectual appetite to peruse 
it. I invested two dollars upon this work, and carried it in 
my trunk to my father. But alas! when I gave it to my 
father, no words of thanks or appreciation came from his 
lips, and all the best wishes of my heart met his coldest 
reception. I went into a closet and wept. The books 
were thrown into a box with other rubbishes; but I took 
out the first volume and left it on his table. In his leisure 
when he had nothing else to do, he would read a page or 
so, and again it went into the rubbish. I took it out again, 
and placed it upon his table as before. My patience was as 
great as his reluctance to read these books. Finally, how¬ 
ever, I prevailed; he went through the first volume! He 
stopped to scoff at Christianity! Something in the book 
must have touched his heart! I did the same thing with 
the second volume as with the first. Yes, he finished the 
second volume too, and he began to speak favorably of 
Christianity. Thank God, he was coming. Fie finished the 
third volume, and I observed some change in his life and 
manners. He would drink less wine, and his behaviors 
toward his wife and children were becoming more affec¬ 
tionate than before. The fourth volume was finished, and 
his heart came down! “Son,” he said, “I have been a 
proud man. From this day, you may be sure, I will be a 
disciple of Jesus.” I took him to a church, and observed in 
him the convulsion of his whole nature. Everything he 
heard there moved him. The eyes that were all masculine 
and soldierly were now wet with tears. lie would not touch 
his wine any more. Twelve months more, he was baptized. 
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He has studied the Scripture quite thoroughly, and though 
he never was a bad man, he has been a Christian man ever 
since. How thankful his son was, the reader may judge 
for himself.—Jericho 1 fell, and the other cities of Canaan 
were captured in succession. My cousin, my uncle, my 
brothers, 2 my mother, 2 and my sister, 4 all followed; and 
for ten years, though the hand of Providence hath dealt 
quite bitterly with us, and we have been made to pass 
through many a deep water; and though the faith we 
owned has made us repulsive in the eyes of the world, and 
much of the comfort of life were to be given up for His 
name’s sake, I believe, we are still second to no other 
family in the land in our love and loyalty to our Heavenly 
Master. Four years ago, another member 5 was added to 
our family. She came to us as a “heathen,” but within a 
year, no woman was more faithful to her Lord and Savior 
than she. The good Lord hath removed her away from us 
after she remained with us only a year and half; but her 
coming to us was her opportunity of finding the Savior of 
her soul; and in Him confiding she passed into His joy and 
bliss, after fighting right nobly for her Master and country. 
Blessed is she that sleepeth in the Lord, and blessed are we 
all whose bond is in Him and is spiritual. 

In autumn I returned once more to my field of activity 
in the north. I took my younger brother 0 with me, as my 
family was poor, and I had to unburden my parents, now 
that I became a salaried man. I entered into a copartner¬ 
ship with Edwin, Hugh, Charles, and Paul, and we to¬ 
gether kept a house. 7 It was a continuation of our college 
life, only with little more of freedom and comfort in it than 
in our school-dormitory. 
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Oct. 16, Sunday.—Mr. K. 1 preaches in morning. We 
meet for the first time in our new church in the South 
Street. 2 

Mr. K. was a Presbyterian; not a college graduate, but a 
precious addition to our Christian community. He was 
a young man yet, but a man of deep spirituality and ex¬ 
tensive Christian experiences. 

During our absence in the metropolis, O. the “Missionary 
Monk” was industrious in finding a house of worship for 
us. The place he hit upon was one half of one building, 
and was procured at the cost of two hundred and seventy 
dollars. Our portion was about 30x36 feet, two stories 
high, the roof shingled, and had a garden twice as extensive 
as the house itself. It was built as a tenement house, and 
a kitchen and fire-places occupied a very large part of it. 
We rented the two rooms in the upper story to help the 
general expense of the church. The basement floor was all 
fitted up for the church. Hugh ordered for us six strong 
benches, and they were reserved for the male part of the 
attendants. Ladies sat upon straw mats, right in front of 
the pulpit which consisted of an elevated platform and a 
table of the simplest construction. But it was a decided 
improvement upon the flour-barrel pulpit in our “incipient 
church.” When there were more attendants than these 
seats could hold, a large fire-place which was a rectangular 
space cut into the floor, was covered with pineboards; and 
blankets spread upon them afforded seats for about ten 
more. The house was crowded to its utmost capacity when 
fifty were present, and in winter-time when a stove oc¬ 
cupied a large space in front of the pulpit so that a smoke- 
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pipe hid the face of the preacher from the view of the 
male population of the congregation, every nook of the 
house was filled by a human species of some kind, sitting 
or reclining as it seemed most comfortable to him. We had 
an organ too by this time. It was given us by our friend 
Rev. Mr. Den.,—not the most perfect of its kind, but good 
enough for the congregation it was to lead in the holy 
music. The kind Providence provided a musician to play 
upon this instrument in the person of one Mr. F., 1 who 
likewise was another valuable addition to the church. As 
the ceiling was not more than ten feet above the floor, 
the bellow of the organ swelled by the chorus of fifty or 
more untutored voices shook the building with discordant 
vibrations of the most dreadful kind. The peace of our 
neighbor who lived next to our wall was thus much in¬ 
fringed upon, and their complaints which were not al¬ 
together unjust were constant. And woe was he who 
boarded in the upper-story! The Sunday being the best 
day in the week, the brethren resorted to the house of 
worship from very early in the morning; and not till the 
evening service was over at 10 P.M., and they all retired to 
their nests, was the house free from human voices of some 
kind. For the first time in our life we had a house of our 
own, and we used it as no house was ever used. The eldest 
member of the church who had recently joined us, called it 
an “inn,” where we might drop in at any time in our life- 
journey to recuperate ourselves; and his dropping-ins were 
as frequent as the moments of rest he needed in his busy 
life in an advanced age. It was a reading-room, a class¬ 
room, a committee-room, a refreshment-room, and a club- 
room at the same time. Laughters that almost burst our 
diaphragms, sobs of penitence that touched our innermost 
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hearts, arguments that wearied the biggest and soundest of 
our heads, and talks about markets and money-making 
schemes, were all heard in this most convenient of houses. 
Such was our church, and we never have seen the like of 
it in the whole world. 

The work for union and independence was pushed on 
quite vigorously. Our Episcopalian brethren and sisters 
would give up their house of worship and join with us, and 
they brought with them their books and organ. The 
Church Missionary Society of England that helped them 
to buy the house would use it for its own purpose, and its 
“converts 5 ’ would unite with us Methodists to pay back 
our debts to the Methodist Episcopal Mission. Both parties 
were to leave their respective denominations as soon as the 
debts were paid over, and the two to constitute themselves 
into one independent native church. The plan was agreed 
upon, and we on our part felt no difficulty about it. Only 
our outside friends discussed much about the propriety and 
feasibility of the plan, and the grave difficulties that might 
lie in our future. But we were blind as to our future, and 
thanks to our “blessed ignorance, 55 the union was effected 
without any of the difficulties anticipated by our over- 
solicitous friends. 

1 he constitution of the new church was the simplest that 
can be imagined. Our creed was the Apostle’s Creed, 1 and 
the church discipline was based upon the “Covenant of 
the Believers in Jesus,” drawn up by our New England 
professor five years ago. The church was managed by a 
committee of five, one of them the treasurer. All common 
business was transacted by them* but when matters came 
up that the Covenant did not touch upon, such as the 
admission and dismission of members, the whole church 
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was called together, and the votes of the two-thirds of the 
whole membership was required to carry them into effect. 
The church required every one of its members to do some¬ 
thing for it. No one of them was to be idle, and if he 
could not do anything else, let him saw wood for our stove. 
Everybody was responsible for its growth and prosperity, 
and in this respect O. the “Missionary Monk 55 was no more 
responsible than our little “Miss Pine,” the tiniest member 
of our church. Of course, not every one of us felt like 
preaching. So, O. the “Missionary Monk,” W. the 
“Crocodile,” John the “Episcopalian,” and Jonathan oc¬ 
cupied the pulpit in turn, and Mr. K. our Presbyterian 
friend helped us considerably in this line. Hugh was our 
faithful treasurer, and kept our accounts by the double¬ 
entry system of book-keeping. There was a special visiting 
committee, where our good Edwin appeared most conspicu¬ 
ously. The younger of our members formed a colporteur 
party, selling Bibles and tracts among the neighboring 
towns and villages. Many of us stayed mostly outside of 
the town, in exploring new lands, in surveying, in railroad 
construction, etc.; but they were all busy in Christian works 
as we at home. We will see further on how the whole 
machinery worked for the great aim we had in view. 

Oct. 23.—We constitute a Y.M.C.A. 1 An appointed a 
vice-president. 

Special works for youngmen became imperative, and a 
Y.M.C.A. was added to our works. The idea we got while 
we were in the metropolis last summer. 

Nov. 12.—The opening meeting of Y.M.C.A. 2 The 
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audience, about 69. Entertainment with tough rice after 
the meeting. A very prosperous gathering. 

Our little church was filled to its utmost capacity. 
Tough rice is rice steamed with red beans, and is usually 
served up on occasions of congratulation. It tastes good, 
but our dyspeptic friends better not touch it, for only 
tough stomachs can bear it.—I remember I was one of the 
speakers of the day. My subject was: “The Relation of 
the Scallop-Shell to Christianity.” 1 The point was to re¬ 
concile Geology with the Book of Genesis; and the scallop- 
shell was specially chosen for this purpose, as our species 
Pecten yessoensis was the commonest mollusk on our coast, 
and its shells were abundantly found as fossils. Such 
words and phrases as “Evolution,” “the Struggle for 
Existence,” and “the Survival of the Fittest” were being 
heard in our circles; and a blow was found necessary upon 
the atheistic evolutionists who were beginning to make 
some figures in our country about that time. My subject 
sounded odd, and the boys heard me well. 

Nov. 15, Tuesday.—Meet with W. and O. at 3 P.M. and 
consult about the church. The whole congregation meets 
at 4, and discusses about the future of the church.—One 
hundred dollars ($100) in U.S. gold sent by Prof. Dr. C. 2 
is received. 

A preliminary metting of three members of the com¬ 
mittee was followed by the general gathering of the whole 
congregation. Now that we set sail on the boisterous sea of 
the practical life, we found the human existence to be a 
more real and serious affair than we had imagined in our 
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class-rooms. Things did not move as we willed and plan¬ 
ned. Not every one of us was in red-hot earnestness about 
the church, and some flaggings of interest were recognizable 
in certain quarters. We had already run into a debt of 
four hundred dollars, and the general expense of the church 
was not small, though we paid nothing to our preachers. 1 
How to meet all these difficulties was the question to be 
decided in the meeting. No good thoughts were coming. 
Only let us be prepared to unstring our purses, for we 
might be required to give all we had for the cause. We 
separated with sighs and anxieties.—O. the “Missionary 
Monk 55 returns to his nest, and behold, something is waiting 
for him. A cheque for one hundred dollars in U.S. gold 
sent for the church by the originator of the “Covenant of 
the Believers in Jesus, 55 sent away from his home in New 
England! Jehovahjireh,—the Lord will provide! 2 Lift up 
your heads, ye brethren! We are not forsaken by the Father 
in Heaven. The good news spreads through the congre¬ 
gation, and hope revives within us. 

Dec. 18, Sunday.—Severe snow-stom. I preached. Much 
distressed by the snow being driven into the church. 

Our cheap wooden structure was not snow-proof, and 
our ladies 5 quarter was not available for use on that day. 
The sledge that carried them stuck in the snow, and they 
had a hard time in reaching their home. We forget not 
such a meeting in such a weather. 

Dec. 29, Thursday.—Busy through the whole afternoon. 
All things were ready before dusk. The meeting 3 began at 
6 P.M. Brethren and sisters to the number of 30 were 
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present. The best meeting we have had in S. All spoke 
of their hearts, and enjoyed the evening freely till half-past 
9 o’clock. 

The usual Christimas festival was postponed till this day, 
when all the members of the church could be back in the 
town. This was essentially a Christian gathering; no more 
wrestling of Dharmas and dancing of a savage as in the 
Christmas of two years ago. The joy we felt this evening 
was truly spiritual. The year in whole was a successful 
one, the works we had accomplished were not small. Sweet 
were the pleasures after toils! 

Jan. 1, 1882. Sunday.—All meet in the church in after¬ 
noon, and express their feelings. Letters from Messrs. D. 
and H. Much distressed. 

The fact was, while we were saying Happy-New-Year’s 
to one another, rejoicing in God’s blessings for the year 
that had just gone by, two letters were received by us, one 
from Rev. Mr. H., our beloved missionary friend, and the 
other from Rev. Mr. D. The latter was a short, incisive 
letter, stating briefly that he could not very well give his 
consent to our plan of forming an independent church, and 
asking us to pay back to him by telegram any part of the 
money which his church had forwarded to us to build a 
house of worship. His letter was construed as his avowed 
dissent from our procedure, which was enforced by a re¬ 
quirement to square our accounts with his church if we 
would separate ourselves from his denomination. And 
such a construction of his letter was not wholly unreason- 
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able, for our financial state must have been well known 
to him, and his words were too few to carry any sentiments 
of real sympathy in our motive. If the Methodist Episcopal 
Mission lent us money that we might start its denomina¬ 
tional church in our place, we should never have asked its 
aid. Our independence was not intended as a revolt against 
Methodism, but as an expression of our real attach¬ 
ment to our heavenly Master, and of the highest senti¬ 
ment of our love to our nation. We borrowed the money, 
though the mission said it would be given us. We were 
all young then, and our animal spirit was high too. 

Let s pay it at once. Prof. G.’s money is still untouched, 
and let the church chest be emptied to the last cent to 
clear our debt!” said one. “Agreed! Pay on!” all rejoined. 
Jonathan was charged to consult with Plugh the treasurer, 
and to send to Mr. D. by a telegraphic money order all 
the available sum of money in the church treasury. I be¬ 
lieve nothing knitted the two Christian bodies of the place 
more firmly than this very unwelcome letter on the first 
day of January. 


Jan. 6.—Send $200 1 to Rev. Mr. D. by a telegraphic 
money order. 

We tried to comply with Mr. D.’s requirement at once 
by paying him all our debts to his denomination. But this 
we could not do by all our possible means. We had been 
taxing our brethren pretty heavily, and we could not 
exact any more from them. Prof. C.’s money formed the 
main bulk of the present installment. We were not very 
happy in letting go the money so soon after it reached us. 
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Jan. 7 .—Busy in arranging for the Dedication Service of 
to-morrow. 

Jan. 8 . 1 —The Dedication Service of the S. Church 2 
begins at 2 P.M. 

The attendance, about 50. To-day we dedicate this 
church to God. May Plis glory shine forth in this district 
from this place. 

The common burden we had to bear knitted our hearts 
together, and we might now enter into a formal union, and 
publicly dedicate to God the church of our own. The little 
wooden building shook with the hallelujahs 3 of fifty united 
voices,—woe to our poor neighbors! Our organ, whose two 
keys were out of tune, bellowed forth the loudest anthems 
at the touch of Mr. F.’s fingers. Unto the name of the 
Most Pligh God we dedicate this humble dwelling, the 
best and utmost of all we can offer! Let this be the verita¬ 
ble Shekinah , 4 and His presence be as real in it as in the 
gorgeous temple of the wise son of David . 5 He liketh a 
broken and contrite heart under whatever garbs it dwells; 
and the church that He liketh best has no need of pipe- 
organs, stained glass-windows, and baptismal fonts. A 
clear January sun shined upon plain unvarnished benches 
through two windows partly covered by curtains of the 
coarsest texture, as our good O. passed his benediction upon 
the humble crowd that bowed in gratitude. We could al¬ 
most hear in the dry bracing wintry air the voice of Him 
who said, “Of a truth I say unto you, that this poor widow 
hath cast in more than they all.” Luke XXI, 3. 

Feb. 16, Thursday. — Meet with O., W., and John 
to frame rules for the S. Church. Monday, Tuesday, 


TV A New Church and Lay-Preaching 83 
Thursday and Friday are fixed as the days for meeting. 

Now that we dedicated our house of worship, some 
written forms of the church regulations became imperative. 
Four of the members of the Executive Committee were em¬ 
powered to prepare drafts of such rules. We were to con¬ 
sider what should rule this most unique of Christian 
churches,—to preserve all that were essential in Christiani¬ 
ty, and to adopt them to our new surroundings. For seven 
days the discussions continued, which resulted in a rough 
frame work of the church organizations. The meeting was 
opened with prayers and closed with prayers. We were 
awfully earnest, and disposed of articles after articles as 
we surrounded a little fire-place and heard a tea-kettle 
singing for us a resonant music with its steamjets. Jona¬ 
than’s dashing thoughts were tempered by O.’s cool judge¬ 
ment; and John’s opportune ideas were corrected by W.’s 
legality to adjust them to the time. The whole now needed 
the consent of the church council to become effective. 

March 6.—Removed to the church-buildinsr. 

o 

They offered me a room in the upper story of the 
church, but not for nothing. I was charged to sweep the 
meeting-place, to look after the church-library, and to 
take up all the duties of a janitor and a sexton; and to pay 
to the treasury two dollars a month as my room-rent . I 
have not seen such a convenient church-officer anywhere 
else. From this day, my room became a regular resorting 
place of the brethren. 

March 13.—Made a mutual pledge to clear the church- 
debt till the October of this year. 
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Our debt-paying must not be indefinitely delayed. Let 
everybody make up his mind to pay his portion within the 
specified time. Suppose you give up your European 
restaurant for ten months; that will help you to pay half 
your portion. Suppose you go with your old jacket and 
pants till the next year; that will enable you to fill up your 
share of the common burden. The net income of each of 
us was twenty five dollars a month, and he was to pay his 
whole month’s salary till the October next. 

Sept. 2.—Set out to the A-mill 1 with Brother Ts . 2 I 
preached in evening. 

Sept. 3.—Left the A-mill in morning. Stopped at Mr. 
II. 8 and preached. The outlook in the Mill is hopeful. 

The opening of a preaching station in the A-mill is one 
of the most memorable episodes in our church history, and 
one that illustrates the methods of our united Christian 
work better than any other work we had accomplished. 
The mill was about fifteen miles from our place, up in a 
mountain district, where the Government had recently in¬ 
troduced an American turbine wheel to reduce huge pine 
forests to shingles and timbers. A carriage road was to be 
constructed from our place to the new mill, and surveyors 
were sent out to reconnoitre for the new highway. It so 
happened that our U. the “Good-Natured” was the chief- 
surveyor in this expedition, and while he was engaged in 
his work, he did what he could to introduce the Bible and 
Christianity to the little colony that was formed around 
the mill. As soon as the route was determined upon, the 
final survey was entrusted to Hugh, our church-treasurer, 
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who during his stay in the mountain succeeded in bringing 
one very precious soul to Christ, O. nicknamed the “Apod¬ 
al.” Now that the road was surveyed, the man who was 
appointed to construct it was Mr. H., another member of 
our church. He too labored for Christ among his col¬ 
leagues, and his words in the dead silence of the primeval 
forest were not without effects. Before the road was fairly 
finished, another worthy soul was won for the Master. 
Meanwhile the seed which U. the “Good-Natured” had 
sown in the mill was sprouting and making good growth. 
The people there were impatient for the opening of the 
new road, and they sent us words to come and preach the 
Gospel to them. So I was sent with Brother Ts. on this 
errand, and we were the first that trod the road which was 
reconnoitred by a Christian, surveyed by a Christian, and 
built by a Christian. Before a single piece of timber was 
carried over this road, the feet of those that carried the 
glad tidings of Peace were upon it. It was essentially a 
Christian road, and the Way we called it. “Every valley 
shall be exalted, and every mountain and hill shall be made 
low,” 1 that the King of Glory may come in. 

Sept. 23, Saturday.—A national holiday. Not a speck of 
cloud in the sky. At 1 P.M. all gathered at the church, 
and together proceeded to the museum ground. There 
were poem-makings, tea-parties, and ring-throwings. All 
enjoyed the day completely. 


This was a “field day” for our church-members, which 
we repeated usually twice a year,—in spring and in 
autumn. While we were yet “heathens,” we had such 
fete charnpetre, with poisonous drinks to cause unnatural 
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exhilarations, and “devil-ings,” as plays were called where 
one of us nominated a “devil” was to catch any one who 
strayed out of the “haven,” and he who was thus caught 
was to be a devil himself. But the new religion had 
ameliorated our tempers, and though we enjoyed open 
air and innocent plays as much as ever before, we sub¬ 
stituted poem-makings and tea-drinkings to “devil-ings” 
and alcohol-drinkings; and the pleasures we derived from 
such a change we found to be far superior to what our 
unconverted friends were still indulging in. I have already 
told my readers how we knitted our hearts together in 
winter-time around one common iron-kettle. Either when 
“snow-bound,” or on the “museum ground,” we counted 
much upon these social gatherings for the effectiveness of 
our united church-work. 

Between this and the end of the year, nothing worth 
mentioning came in our experiences. I was busy both in 
religious and secular works. The condition of the church 
was fairly settled by this time. As we had pledged early 
this year, the money to be paid back to the M. E. Mission 
was gradually coming in. Not everybody paid his portion 
very willingly, but pay he did nevertheless. Near the close 
of the year, John and I were in the metropolis, 1 and we 
were intrusted with the money to square our accounts with 
the mission. 

Dec. 28.—Drew money from the Bank, and paid it to 
Rev. Mr. S. 2 

S. Church is Independent. 

Joys inexpressible and indescribable! 

The result of two years’ economy and industry was four 
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freedom from the church-debt, and well we might leap 
with joy and thanksgiving. Here is our Magna Charta: 1 
“$181.31 Metropolis, Dec. 28, 1882. 

Rec’d of Mr. Jonathan X., the sum of One Hundred 
and Eighty One Dollars and Thirty One Sen , being the 
Balance due the M. E. Mission, on account of a Loan 
($698.40) to the S. Christians, to assist them in building 
a church, in the year 1881. 

J. S ” 

We were thankful that we now owed no man anything, 
except in our sense of gratitude for the help extended to¬ 
ward us, enabling us to use the money without interest 
for two years. 

They do err who think that our church-independence 
was intended as an open rebellion against the denomina¬ 
tion to which we once belonged. It was an humble attempt 
to reach the one great aim we had in view; namely, to 
come to the full consciousness of our own powers and 
capabilities (God-given), and to remove obstacles in the 
ways of others seeking God’s Truth for the salvation of 
their souls. He only knows how much he really can do who 
knows how to rely upon himself. A dependent man is the 
most helpless being in this universe. Many a church com¬ 
plains of its lack of means whose members could afford to 
spend much upon unnecessary luxuries. Many a church 
can stand upon its own feet if but its members could forego 
some of their “hobbies.” Independence is the conscious 
realization of one 3 s own capabilities; and I believe this to 
be the beginning of the realization of many other possibil¬ 
ities in the field of human activity. This is the kindliest and 
most philosophic way of looking at independence of any 
kind. To stigmatize it as a rebellion, or as an instigation 
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of unthinking mass by few ambitious men 3 is not generous, 
especially in a Christian gentleman, whose peculiarity 
should be that he “thinketh no evil.” 1 

Dec. 29.—The members of the S. Church who were 
present in the metropolis assembled at Francis’ 2 at 1 P.M. 
Together we went to the “Plum Restaurant” in the Morn¬ 
ing Grass Park, and supped together, and celebrated the 
Independence of our Church. 

This was our first “Fourth of July.” 3 I think there 
were with us Francis, W. the “Crocodile,” and T. the 
“Pterodactyl.” The last in his usual savage style swallowed 
the contents of the first cup of soup that was brought to 
him; and afterward asked the waitress what was in the 
soup. Upon being answered that there were some tiny 
clam-shells in it, he confessed that he was so glad of 
church-independence that he sent everything that was in 
the cup through his oesophagus without the process of 
mastication taking place upon it in his ante-pharyngeal 
chamber. I think the real explanation of it was he was 
really very hungry. 

With the independence of my church, I took my farewell 
of it. The church needs a separate history for itself, to 
describe it in all its bearings upon the great question of the 
evangelization of nations. Four years from the time I am 
writing this, I paid my visit to my old home-chuch, 4 and 
to my most grateful satisfaction, I found it in a very much 
more prosperous state than when I left it thirteen years 
ago. I found O. the “Missionary Monk,” the same faithful 
pastor, receiving not a cent for his wholesouled devotion 
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to his chuch , earning his livelihood by teaching in the 
college that I graduated. The members numbered some 
250. They engaged two salaried evangelists, had a pros¬ 
perous Y.M.C.A., originated and sustained a strong tem¬ 
perance union. 1 During 1885, the year that witnessed the 
greatest activity among the Christians of all denominations 
in our land, the amount of contribution per capita 2 of 
some of the more influential churches were as follows: 


Independent Native Church, $7.32. 

Congregational Church, 2.63. 

Presbyterian and Dutch Reformed, 2.00. 

Methodist Church, 1.74. 

English Episcopal Church, 1.74. 

etc. 


The comparison speaks too well for our own church. 
They built a new church 3 costing some one thousand dol¬ 
lars, and though it looked somewhat like a “nigger church” 
which I saw in Virginia, it was a decided improvement 
upon that “one-half of one-building” whose janitor and 
sexton I once was. A new organ they had too, with keys 
all in order. They were speaking of erecting a new stone- 
church before long. It is really the only church in the 
whole country, which is independent in the full significance 
of that term. Not only financially, but ecclesiastically and 
theologically, they were carrying on their Christian works 
upon their own responsibilities, with the happiest results. 
They have a system and principles peculiar to their own, 
and we believe the Lord wanteth them to retain those 
peculiarities as sacred. They have a special mission to 
fulfill, and let no one disturb them in their simplicity and 
contentment. 


CHAPTER FIFTH 


OUT INTO THE WORLD 
—SENTIMENTAL CHRISTIANITY 


“Therefore, behold, I will allure her, and bring her into 
the wilderness, and speak comfortably unto her. And I will 
give her vineyards from thence, and the valley of Achor 
for a door of hope: and she shall sing there, as in the days 
of her youth, and as in the day when she came up out of 
the land of Egypt. And it shall be at that day, saith the 
Lord, that thou shalt call me Ishi; and shall call me no 
more Baali.”—Hosea, II, 14, 15, 16. 

So my Lord and Husband must have said to Llimself 
when He drove me from my peaceful home-church. He 
did this by creating a vacuum in my heart. Nobody goes 
to a desert who has his all in his home. Nature abhors 
vacuum, and human heart abhors it more than any thing 
else in the Universe. I descried in myself an empty space 
which neither activity in religious works, nor success in 
scientific experiments, 1 could fill. What the exact nature 
of that emptiness was, I was not able to discern. May be, 
my health was getting poor, and I yearned after repose and 
easier tasks. Or, as I was rapidly growing into my man¬ 
hood, that irresistible call of nature for companionship 
might have made me feel so haggard and empty. At all 
events, a vacuum there was, and it must be filled somehow 
with something. I thought something there was in this 
vague universe which could make me feel happy and 
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contented; but I had no idea whatever of what that 
something was. Like a pigeon that was deprived of its 
cerebrum by the knife of a physiologist, I started, not 
knowing whither and wherefore, but because stay I could 
not. From this time on, my whole energy was thrown 
into this one task of filling up this vacuum. 

April 12, 1883.—Depression; no spirit. 

April 22.—Repented my past sins deeply, and felt my 
total inability to save myself by my own efforts. 

Incontestable signs that the good Angel was coming 
down occasionally to disturb the stagnant pool of my 
soul, 1 that healing might come to it some future day. 

May 8.—The Third Great Gathering of Christians 2 
opens at 9 A.M. in the New Prosperity St. Presbyterian 
Church. I represented the S. Church. Prayers and business 
in morning. Reports on the state of the Faith throughout 
the land, in afternoon. The believers number 5,000 in all. 
The meeting adjourned at 6 P.M. 

This was after some twenty years after Christianity 3 was 
first introduced into my country. The believers numbered 
5,000 among 40,000,000 of the entire population;—a small 
flock indeed, but fired with holy ambition to leaven the 
whole mass of ignorance and superstition around them 
within a quarter of a century! This sanguine hope was 
based upon a calculation made by one Mr. T.,' 1 an elderly 
brother of the most optimistic type of mind, that even if 
each of the five-thousand Christians be so lazy as to lead 
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but a single soul to Christ in one year, the congregation 
ought to swell to many times the number of living souls 
in the whole land within that short period. The fact was 
the increase in the number of new converts had been from 
25 to 33 per cent for the last three or four years, and the 
coolest heads among us did not doubt 25 per cent as the 
average increase for the coming quarter of a century. 
Writing now however ten years after this memorable 
meeting, I have a sad task of telling my readers that 
history has proved quite otherwise from what we expected 
or prophesied. They say there are now 35,000 average of 
throughout the land, and that the yearly average of 
increase is rapidly falling. Yes, a nation cannot be con¬ 
verted in a day! Let it be! Our aim is qualitative as well 
as quantitative . A man who for the first time in his life 
saw a baby grow, thought that as it gained a pound in a 
week, therefore it ought to be as big as a good-sized 
elephant when it would get to be thirty years of age. 
Either our own laziness or God’s own wisdom has always 
kept the numerical value of the believers at comparatively 
low figures. 

Be the future whatever it might, our dream on that day 
was resplendent with glory. It was unanimously agreed 
upon that a veritable Pentecost 1 did set in atfer it had 
ceased to be a human experience for over eighteen cen¬ 
turies. And there was every sign that such was truly the 
case. First, there was much groaning for sins. Everybody 
wept, and he was considered a block-heart who could not 
weep on such an occasion. Some miraculous conversions 
were reported. It was said that a group of children of a 
mission school were so endowed with the power of spirit 
that they captured a poor Buddhist pilgrim in a street. 
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prayed with him, and argued with him, stripped his 
sacerdotal robe from him, and compelled him to own 
Jesus as his savior. A youngman, conspicuous among his 
fellows for his stammering tongue, was said to have had 
the restraint removed from him, and to have preached 
with all the fire and freedom of the Apostle Peter. And 
what was more; we had among us a Corean, 1 a high-born 
representative of that hermit nation! He was baptized a 
week before this, and was with us in all the dignity of his 
native attire. He too prayed in his own language, not 
intelligible to us except his closing Amen, but forcible be¬ 
cause his presence and unintelligibility made the scene still 
more Pentecostal. We only needed a physical tongue of 
fire 2 to make it entirely so; but this we furnished with our 
own imaginations. We all felt something miraculous and 
stupendous coming over us. We even doubted whether the 
sun was still shining over our heads. 

May 9.—Meeting of the delegates in the Morning Grass 
Presbyterian Church at 8 A.M. The subject of discussion, 
“the Free Burial.” 

The gathering continues. Something must be done with 
a law still extant in the country, which enforced the 
signature of a heathen priest before a corpse was com¬ 
mitted to earth. Legally such a thing as Christian burial 
was not allowed; and such was procured only by the 
connivance of presiding priests, or in many actual cases, 
by bribing them. I for one maintained that the dead might 
be buried by the dead without any detriment to the soul 
that once dwelt in it, and that since our God was the God 
of living, Fie would not require from us any special mode 
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of disposing of our lifeless bodies. But those of my 
brethren otherwise-minded on this subject carried the day, 
and the majority votes decided upon making a special 
petition to the government to change the said law. This 
was thought as the beginning of a great movement which 
must ultimately be taken up for the bestowal of religious 
liberty upon the nation. Events proved, however, that 
legalism was fruitless in all cases. What clamorings for 
right could not obtain, time and progress of thought 
freely gave. The nation has now a Constitution 1 with 
religious liberty as a conspicuous clause. 

May 12.—The Great Meeting closes. It had wonderful 
effects. Churches revived, consciences tried, and love and 
union considerably strengthened. Very Pentecostal in its 
general character. 

All in all, the meetings were profitable to us all. 
Enthusiasm ran so high that after-meetings were continued 
for one week more. To me the scene was one which I had 
never seen before in my life. The so-called “revival” 2 set 
in upon the metropolitan churches, and to me who was 
trained a little in Mental Physiology, the movement ap¬ 
peared somewhat insanoid. Carpenter 3 in his Mental 
Physiology tells us of a case of a whole monastery which 
went to imitating cat’s mewing after one of its inmates, 
a nun, contracted this propensity. Many at least of the 
phenomena of revivals could be explained as abnormal 
actions of the sympathetic nerves. But as the movement 
was fanned and supported by the highest of church- 
dignitaries and reverend gentlemen, I suppressed my skep¬ 
ticism, and allowed myself to be swayed over by the 
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prevailing sentiment of the hour. When I saw and heard 
many who spoke of the joy that came over their souls by 
the mysterious influence of what they could never explain, 
but no less real on that account,—the joy, they told us, 
exceeding that the eye hath ever seen, or the ear hath ever 
heard of,—my science was carried over by my desire to 
have the similar joy myself. Having been taught by a firy 
Methodist preacher how to obtain this unspeakable gift of 
spirit, I applied myself right earnestly at the work, focusing 
my mental vision upon my ’’deceitful heart,” 1 meanwhile 
blinding my eyes to Huxley, Carpenter, and Gegenbaur, 2 
as to visions which were infernal in their origin. But alas! 
the welcome voice “thy sins are forgiven thee” was not to 
be caught either by my physical or mental or spiritual 
tympanum. After three consecutive days of groanings and 
beatings of my breast, I was the same son of depravity as 
ever before. To me was denied the much envied privilege 
of showing myself before my fellow-Christians as a special 
object of heaven’s favor, full of hope and of joy. My 
disappointment was indeed sore. Shall I explain away 
“revivals” as a sort of hypnotism, phenomena psycho¬ 
electrical in their origin; or is the profundity of my deprav¬ 
ity the real cause of my non-susceptibility to them? 
Yes, the world was not created in a single day or week, 
and I may yet hope to be recreated through processes 
more “natural” than those prescribed by my Methodist 
friend. 

With the daily and weekly increase of friends and 
acquaintances among the believers, my religion was fastly 
inclining toward sentimentalism. Feastings upon religious 
talks were often carried to excess, and we thought more 
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about Christian tea-parties and dinner-parties than of the 
grave responsibilities of conquering the dominion of dark¬ 
ness around us. Fresh from my country church, with 
childish innocence and credulity, I plunged myself into 
the Turkish-bath-society of metropolitan Christianity, to 
be lulled and shampooed by hymns sung by maidens, and 
sermons that offended nobody. God’s kingdom was 
imagined to be one of perfect repose and constant free 
exchange of good wishes, where tea-parties and love- 
makings could be indulged in with the sanction of the 
religion of free communions and free love. Missionaries 
will pay all the arrears of church expenses, and they too 
will fight out Buddhism and other obnoxious superstitions 
around us. But we, dear brethren, who bow no more to 
wood and stones, and sweet sisters with woman’s right 
bestowed upon you by the new faith,—let us be going to 
tea-parties and church-sociables, and there sing “Blest be 
the tie that binds,” 1 and pray and weep and dream and 
rejoice. Away with that Confucian superstition that forbids 
children of two sexes above seven years of age to sit 
together in one and the same room, and with that Buddhist 
nonsense that requires from womanhood modesty and 
subjection so debasing to her noble sex. Love is a mutual 
affair, and heaven itself cannot interfere in the commu¬ 
nion of youthful hearts prompted by this holy and all 
pervading influence! 

O Christian Freedom, thou that withstood black famine 
and Spanish halberds in the flooded fortress of Leyden, 2 
that hissed upon the faggots of Smithfield, 3 and blooded 
upon the top of Bunker Hill, 4 how often hast thou lent thy 
name to Sirens 0 who of Destruction born, and to Jupiter’s 
amorous son! 6 O may thy name be cautiously held back 
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from the people who to Sinai 1 are not first led, there to 
learn the majesty of the Law, 2 before thou liftest them 
above the Law. Thy tidings glad were not meant, we 
believe, for those who from restraints are vainly striving 
to flee, but for those chosen children of God, who in their 
anxious efforts to conform themselves to the Law, are 
helped by Thee to make the Law their will. 

But when the numerical increase of converts in 
geometric progression is had in view by the messengers of 
Gospel, (though not an altogether unpardonable weakness 
of humanity), this stern idea of Freedom must not be 
very conspicuously placed before heathens. Hence the 
more or less laxity of practical morality among the con¬ 
verts thus recruited, and the hedonistic view of the free¬ 
dom of spirit engendered among them. 

March 14.—Read John Howard’s 3 Life with tears. Gave 
me great joy and consolation. 

Failure in putting off my old Adamic skin at once drove 
me to find a consolation in the works of my own hand. 
And why not? Sentimental Christianity, like all other 
pleasures of senses, soon becomes insipid, and something 
more real and substantial is needed to keep up a hungering 
soul at rest. “Is not practical charity the essence of 
Christianity,” I began to ask myself. Certainly the im¬ 
mortal Buddha taught it as the very first of the four 
conditions for a man to enter the bliss of Nirvana. 4 “What 
doth it profit, my brethren,” so runs the weighty ad¬ 
monition of the royal Apostle, 5 “though a man say he 
hath faith, and have not works? can faith save him?” 6 
Prayer-meeting sentimentalisms and camp-meeting psycho- 


98 


How I Became A Christian 


electricities,—to what do they all amount if not a single 
beggar has his belly filled thereby! We used to give some¬ 
thing solid and substantial to wayside beggars when we 
paid our monthly pilgrimage to our family-idols; but now 
that we are converted to Christianity, we give nothing but 
empty words to them. Such should not be, my soul! As 
well a man catch a bream by baiting his hook with a 
lobster, as a Christian can enter his heaven by dealing out 
winds of doctrines to others. So I bought a little volume 
of the life of John Howard written in English, and read 
and reread it with intense applications. “Such I shall be,” 
I said to myself, and I already imagined myself visiting all 
the penitentiaries of the world, and dying at last while 
attending a fever-stricken soldier. I also bought Charles 
Loring Brace’s 1 Gesta Christi , and found therein all that 
I needed to convince me of the mission appropriate for all 
true lovers of Christ. Though my idea of Christian phi¬ 
lanthropy has considerably changed since then, the healthy 
influence of that New York philanthropist upon the whole 
turn of my thought and action is above all I can thank 
for. 

June 6.—Left my lodging at 7.30 A.M. Hired a boat at 
Port “Barbaric,” 2 and rowed by four sailors, started for 
Cape Eagle 3 to study the neighboring sea-bottom. Stopped 
at Hotel No. 11 in the Cape. 

Once more in the Government employ, 4 I was sent out 
upon another scientific tour. 5 This boat-excursion during 
my stay in the little island of S. 6 —I specially remember 
as one when my temperance principle was put to quite a 
test. Still tenaciously holding teetotalism as a part of my 


V Out into the World—Sentimental Christianity 99 

Christian profession, I was scrupulously careful not to 
touch the firy liquid even if presented with the most 
plausible reasons. As was hinted in a former chapter, 
liquor-drinking forms a large part of my national etiquettes, 
and to refuse cordial cups is to refuse friendship and 
intimacy solicited by one who presents them. And in no 
other respect was Christianity a sorer thorn in my flesh 
when travelling in the capacity of a Government official, 
than in this constant fear of offending my hosts when 
asked to partake friendly draughts of rice-beer. But the 
sacred pledge was not to be forgone; so I persisted. 

But a new trial was to be met at Cape Eagle, for there 
at the utmost outskirt of civilization, in a lonely fishing- 
village. “Hotel No. 11” was the only house where travel¬ 
lers could find shelter at night. And the host of the hotel 
was a confirmed drunkard, known throughout the whole 
island as a Bacchus 1 out of a beer-barrel born, and whose 
admiration for the “holy water” was so intense, and 
generosity toward his fellowmen so jealously strong, that 
he would not allow any mortal to pass a night under his 
roof without sharing his elixir with him, and so adding one 
more praise to the liquid that makes even gods to rejoice. 
I was told that not a single person had ever been known 
of having had a courage of refusing his cup when pre¬ 
sented by his imperious hand, and that once in my life at 
least I must put my teetotalism by if to the Cape I must 
go. My answer was: “'To the Cape I will go, but the drink 
I will not touch.” The little community that sent me out 
was taken up with quite a fuss over the possible outcome 
of a singular contest which was to take place between the 
upholders of the two diametrically opposite principles. 

It was near the dusk of the day when I found myself at 
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the gate of the much-dreaded “Hotel No. 11.” The man 
who received me there was an old man of some sixty years 
of age, haggard in appearance and short in stature, and 
wearing unmistakable signs of alcoholic medications of 
life-time. I at once recognized in him the man so much 
spoken of throughout the island, and I was on my guard 
to behave myself accordingly. All the courtesies and wel¬ 
comes of country hotel-keepers were entirely lacking in 
him, and I had to tell him of my official dignity before he 
agreed to grudge me a shelter for the night. After bathing 
and tea-drinking as usual, the matron of the house came to 
me, and asked me to “drink” before the supper. “Not a 
drop of the liquor, madam,” I resolutely replied, assured 
that everything depended upon my first answer. She 
retired, and in a moment a youngman appeared with a 
wooden stand, upon which were arranged white rice, 
vegetables and boiled shell-fish in due order. The day’s 
exposure to sun and sea prepared my stomach for the 
speedy consumption of the plain supper. Then I waited 
for the real tug of the battle, when the old man would 
appear with a bottle in his withered arm. But it was not 
so to be. Soon a bed was prepared for me, and without 
any interruption I passed a sweet peaceful night. I thought 
my friends had merely frightened me, and the whole story 
of the old man’s demoniacal habits was manufactured solely 
for this purpose. 

The next morning after breakfast, I was again on my 
boat. My men on their oars, my anxious inquiry was about 
the eventlessness of the night before. The whole mystery 
was now explained to me. “The hotel-keeper was the 
same old man,” said one of my men, “but it was you, my 
young lord, who made the whole household so quiet last 
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night. He told his servants that he himself would not 
drink for the fear that he might disturb the young guest, 
at which the whole family was taken with surprise, though 
not thankless on that account; for now for the first time 
since they entered the service of the drunkard master, the 
night was to be without murmurings and brawlings and 
other confusions. 55 “Yes,” said another of my men, “the 
matron expressed her thanks for the blessings of the night 
before. She said this morning before we left the house, that 
the sleep she enjoyed last night was the most delicious she 
ever had.” “Victory!” I cried out; and as I was preaching 
to my men the horrors of the drinking habit and the power 
of brave resistence, heaven itself seemed to have joined in 
our triumph, for soon the wind veered to our back, and 
distending our full-stretched sail, wafted us proudly into 
the harbor, there to tell my anxious friends of the victory 
that crowned my steadfast denial,—Bacchus himself dis¬ 
armed of his bottles, and a peaceful repose given to his 
innocent household. 

But the vacuum in my soul was not to be obliterated by 
few such experiences like these, the more so as Sentimental 
Christianity, itself a vacuity, had made it larger and more 
conspicuous than ever before. Failing to find the desired 
satisfaction in my own land, I, RasselasMike, thought of 
extending my search to a land differently constituted from 
my own,—even to Christendom, where Christianity having 
had undisputed power and influence for hundreds of years, 
must, I imagined, be found Peace and Joy in a measure 
inconceivable to us of heathen extraction, and easily pro¬ 
curable by any sincere seeker after the Truth. The pain of 
separation from dear ones, the expense almost unbearably 
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heavy to one of my circumstances, and above all, that 
saddest of all human experiences, roaming a penniless 
exile in a strange land,—all these were to be cheerfully 
borne that I might win the coveted prize, and so make my 
existence endurable. 

But the search after personal satisfaction was not the 
only motive that impelled me to take this bold step. The 
land which gave me birth requires from every one of its 
youths some unstinted contributions to its honor and glory; 
and that I might be a faithful son of my soil, I needed 
experience, knowledge, and observations extending beyond 
the limit of my country. To be a man first, and then a 
patriot, was my aim in going abroad. 1 

By the willing sacrifice of my poor family, and the 
result of my economy during the past three years, I pro¬ 
vided myself with enough means to secure passage across 
the broadest of oceans, trusting all the rest in the hand of 
Him who would not suffer me to die with hunger in a 
strange land. My good father who was already a devout 
Christian, sent me out with cheer and God-speed, giving 
me, together with all that he had, his heart and love for 
his beloved son, expressed in a native stanza of his own 
production: 

“Where I see not, Jehovah seeth; 

Where I hear not, Almighty heareth. 

Go my son, be not ’fraid; 

He thy help, there, as here.” 2 

The solemnity of the hour of separation called forth 
from us a nature which dogmas could not suppress. 
After my father’s heart-rending prayers for the watchful 
care of Providence over his son, he took me to the 
ancestral shrine which we still kept, and there bade me to 
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address myself to the soul of my departed grandfather 
before I would cross the threshold of my house on this 
hazardous voyage. “Had thy grandsire been here/’ he said 
in tears, “what an amazement it must have been for him 
that his grandson should go to the people whom he 
regarded as utter barbarians!” I bowed my head, and my 
soul, directed alike to my Heavenly Father and to the 
departed spirits of my ancestors, engaged in a sort of 
meditation at once a prayer and a retrospection. Our 
dogmatic teachers might have frowned upon us for our 
conduct so Buddhistic or Popish; but it was not time for 
us to argue then. We loved our God, our country, and our 
forefathers, and we remembered them all on this solemn 
occasion. 

Love of country, like all other loves, is in its best and 
highest at the time of separation. That strange Something, 
which, when at home, is no more to us than a mere group¬ 
ing of rills and valleys, mountains and hills, is now trans¬ 
formed to that living Somebody,—Nature etherealized into 
a spirit;—and like as a woman speaks to her children, it 
summons us to noble deeds,—a Cornelia 1 sending forth 
young Gracchi 2 that they might live and die worthy of 
their illustrious mother. The yonder imperial peak that 
hangs majestically against the western sky, white-capped 
with eternal snow,—is that not her chaste brow, the in- 
spirer of the nation’s heart? The pine-clad hills that 
encircle the peak, and golden fields that in its bottom lie,— 
is that not the bosom that suckled me, and the knee that 
took me up? And the waves dashing at its foot, and 
breaking into foamy sprays,—are they not pearl-set frills 
that fringe her gown as she strides forth in her majestic 
march? A mother so pure, so noble and lovely,—shall not 
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her sons be loyal to her? I left her coast, and soon I was 
upon board a ship, 1 flying a colour of other nation, and 
manned by men of other races. The ship begins to move, 
—farewell to the mother-land,—and after few hours of 
tossing, only the tip of the peak imperial can be seen. “All 
to the deck, 55 we cry; “one more homage to the dear, dear 
land. 55 Below the billowy horizon she is setting; and our 
hearts with deep solemnity catch the words of the Quaker 
poet, 2 and say, 

“Land of lands, for thee we give, 

Our hearts, our pray’rs, our service free 
For thee thy sons shall nobly live, 

And at thy need shall die for thee.” 


CHAPTER SIXTH 

THE FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF CHRISTENDOM 


That I looked upon Christendom and English-speaking 
peoples with peculiar reverence was not an altogether 
inexcusable weakness on my part. It was the same weak¬ 
ness that made the Great Frederick of Prussia 1 a slavish 
adorer of everything that was French. I learnt all that was 
noble, useful, and uplifting through the vehicle of the 
English language. I read my Bible in English, Barnes’ 
commentaries were written in English, John Howard was 
an Englishman, and Washington and Daniel Webster - 
were of English descent. A “dime-novel” was never placed 
into my hand, and as for slangs,—the word itself I did not 
learn till long after my living among English-speaking 
people. My idea of the Christian America was lofty, 
religious, Puritanic. I dreamed of its templed hills, and 
rocks that rang with hymns and praises. Hebraisms, 3 I 
thought, to be the prevailing speech of the American com¬ 
monalty, and cherub and cherubim, 4 hallelujahs and 
amens, 5 the common language of its streets. 

I was often told upon a good testimony that money is 
all in all in America, and that it is worshipped there as 
Almighty Dollar; that the race prejudice is so strong there 
that the yellow skin and almond-shaped eyes pass for 
objects of derision and dog-barking; etc., etc. But for me 
to credit such statements like these as anything near the 
truth was utterly impossible. The land of Patrick Henry 6 
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and Abraham Lincoln, of Dorothea Dix 1 and Stephen 
Girard,~—how could it be a land of mammon-worship and 
race-distinction! I thought I had different eyes to judge 
of the matter,—so strong was my confidence in what I had 
read and heard about the superiority of the Christian 
civilization over that of the Pagan. Indeed, the image of 
America as pictured upon my mind was that of a Holy 
Laud. 3 

At the day-break of Nov. 24, 1884, my enraptured eyes 
first caught the faint views of Christendom. Once more 
I descended to my steerage-cabin, and there I was upon 
my knees;—the moment was too serious for me to join 
with the popular excitement of the hour. As the low Coast 
Range came clearer to my views, the sense of my dreams 
being now realized overwhelmed me with gratitude, and 
tears trickled rapidly down my cheeks. Soon the Golden 
Gate was passed, and all the chimneys and mast-tops now 
presented to my vision appeared like so many church-spires 
pointing toward the sky. We landed,—the company of 
some twenty young men,—and were hackneyed to a hotel 
owned by an Irishman who was known to show special 
kindness to men of my nation. As my previous acquaint¬ 
ance with the Caucasian race had been mostly with mis¬ 
sionaries, the idea stuck close to my mind; and so all the 
people whom I met in the street appeared to me like so 
many ministers fraught with high Christian purpose, and 
I could not but imagine myself as walking among the 
congregation of the First-born. 4 It was only gradually, 
very gradually, that I unlearnt this childish notion. 

\ es, Hebraism in one sense at least I found to be a 


VI The First Impressions of Christendom 107 

common form of speech in America. First of all, every¬ 
body has a Hebrew name, and even horses are christened 
there. The words which we have never pronounced with¬ 
out the sense of extreme awe and reverence are upon 
the lips of workmen, carriage-drivers, shoe-blacks, and 
others of more respectable occupations. Every little offence 
is accompanied by a religious oath of some kind. In a 
hotel-parlor we asked a respectable-looking gentleman how 
he liked the new president-elect (Cleveland), 1 and his 
emphatic answer was strongly Hebraic. “By G— 2,5 he 
said, “I tell you he is a devil.” The gentleman was after¬ 
ward known to be a staunch Republican. We started in an 
emigrant train toward the East, and when the car stopped 
with a jerk so that we were almost thrown out of our 
seats, one of our fellow-passengers expressed his vexations 

with another Hebraism, “J-Ch-,” 3 and accompanied 

it with a stamping. And so forth. All these were of course 
utterly strange to our ears. Soon I was able to discover the 
deep profanity that lay at the botto mof all these He¬ 
braisms, and I took them as open violations of the Third 
Commandment, 4 of whose special use and significance I 
had never been able to comprehend thus far, but now for 
the first time, was taught with “living examples.” 

• So universal is the use of religious terms in every-day 
speech of the American people, that a story is told of a 
French immigrant who carried an English-French diction¬ 
ary in his pocket, to which he referred for every English 
word that he heard from the very beginning of his depar¬ 
ture from Havre. On his landing at the Philadelphia 
wharf, the commonest word that he heard the people spoke 
was “damn-devil.” He at once went to his dictionary, but 




108 


How I Became A Christian 


failing to find such a word therein, he threw it away, 
thinking that a dictionary that did not contain so common 
a word must be of no further use to him in America. 

The report that money was the almighty power in 
America was corroborated by many of our actual experi¬ 
ences. Immediately after our arrival at San Francisco, our 
faith in “Christian civilization” was severely tested by a 
disaster that befell one of our numbers. He was pick- 
pocketed of a purse that contained a five-dollar-gold piece! 
“Pick-pocket-ing in Christendom as in Pagandom,” we cau¬ 
tioned to each other; and while in dismay and confusion 
we were consoling our robbed brother, an elderly lady, 
who afterward told us that she believed in the universal 
salvation of mankind, good as well as bad, took our mis¬ 
fortune heavily upon her heart, and warned us of further 
dangers, as pick-pocket-ing, burglary-ing, high-way-ing, and 
all other transgressions of the sinful humanity were not 
unknown in her land as well. We did only wish, however, 
that that crank who despoiled us of that precious five- 
dollar-piece would never go to heaven, but be really 
damned in everlasting hell-fire. 

But it was when we came to Chicago that mammonism 
in the highest spiritual sense was revealed to our vision. 
In the depot-restaurant, where, after four-days 5 jerking in 
an emigrant train, we refreshed ourselves with a piece each 
of cold chicken, with grateful remembrance of the 
Refresher of our souls, we were surrounded by a group of 
waiters whose black skin and woolly hair were the unmis¬ 
takable signs of their Hamitic origin . 1 On our bowing our 
heads before we partook of the gifts of the table, one of 
them patted our shoulders, and said, “you’re gut men, 
you!” Upon our telling them of our faith (we believed in 


VI The First Impressions of Christendom 109 

the literal sense of Matt. 10: 32 1 ), they told us that they 
were all Methodists 2 , and took great deal of interest in 
the universal spreading of God’s Kingdom. Soon there 
appeared another Hamite, who was introduced to us as the 
deacon 3 of their church. He was very kind to us, heard 
with seeming interest to what we told him of the advance 
of our mutual Faith in our land. We exchanged our good 
wishes and exhortations for the cause of our commen Lord 
and Master. He attended upon us for full two hours, when 
the time for our departure came. He took all our valises 
upon his shoulders, followed us to the place where our 
tickets were examined,—such was his care and attention for 
us. With courtesy and many thanks we extended our 
hands to take our goods to ourselves, to which our 
Methodist deacon objected; but stretching forth his dusky 
hand toward us, said, “Jist gib me somding ” He had our 
valises in his custody, and only ££ somding” could recover 
them from his hands. The engine-bell was ringing; it was 
not time to argue with him. Each of us dropped a 50-cent 
piece into his hand, our things were transferred to us, to a 
coach we hastened, and as the train began to move, we 
looked to each other in amazement, and said, ££ Even 
charity is bartered here.” Since then we never have 
trusted in the kind words of black deacons. 

One year after this, when I was again robbed of my 
new silk-umbrella on a Fall River steamer, whose superb 
ornamentation and exquisite music conveyed to me no idea 
whatever of the spirit of knavery that lurked underneath, 
and so did once more liberate my heathen innocence, I 
felt the misfortune so keenly, that only once in my life I 
prayed for the damnation of that execrable devil, who 
could steal a shelter from a homeless stranger at the time 
of his dire necessity. Even the Chinese civilization of forty 
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centuries ago could boast of a state of society when no 
body picked up things dropped on the street. But here 
upon Christian waters, in a floating palace, under the spell 
of the music of Handel and Mendelssohn, things were as 
unsafe as in a den of robbers. 

Indeed, insecurity of things in Christendom is something 
to which we were wholly unaccustomed. Never have I 
seen more extensive use of keys than among these Christian 
people. We in our heathen homes have but very little 
recourse to keys. Our houses, most of them, are open to 
everybody. Cats come in and out at their own sweet 
pleasures, and men go to siesta in their beds with zephyrs 
blowing over their faces; and no apprehensions are felt of 
our servants or neighbors ever transgressing upon our 
possessions. But things are quite otherwise in Christendom. 
Not only are safes and trunks locked, but doors and 
windows of all descriptions, chests, drawers, ice-boxes, 
sugar-vases, all. The housewife goes about her business 
with a bundle of keys jingling at her side; and a bachelor 
coming home in evening has first to thrust his hand into his 
pocket to draw out a cluster of some twenty or thirty keys 
to find out one which will open to him his lonely cell. The 
house is locked from the front-door to the pin-box, as if the 
spirit of robbery pervaded every cubic-inch of the air. 
In our country we have this saying, uttered by the most 
suspicious of mankind, 1 suppose: “When you look at a 
light, think that it is a fire which can consume all your 
substances; when you look at a man, think that he is a 
robber who can rob you of all your possessions.” 1 But never 
have I seen this injunction put into practice in more literal 
sense than in a well-locked American household. It is a 
miniature feudal castle modified to meet the prevailing 
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cupidity of the age. Whether a civilization which requires 
cemented cellars and stone-cut vaults, watched over by 
bull-dogs and battalions of policemen, could be called 
Christian is seriously doubted by honest heathens. 

In no other respect, however, did Christendom appear 
to me more like heathendom than in a strong race prej¬ 
udice still existing among its people. After a “century of 
dishonor,’ 5 the copper-colored children 1 of the forest from 
whom the land was wrested by many a cruel and inhuman 
means, are still looked upon by the commonalty as no 
better than buffaloes or Rocky Mountain sheep, to be 
trapped and hunted like wild beasts. As for ten millions of 
Hamites whom they originally imported from Africa, as 
they now import Devon bulls and Jersey cows, and just 
for the very same purpose, there was shown considerable 
sympathy and Christian brothership some thirty years ago ; 2 
and beginning with John Brown, 3 that righteous Saxon, 
500,000 of the flower of the nation were to be butchered to 
atone for the iniquity of merchandizing upon God’s images. 
And though they now have so condescended themselves as 
to ride in the same cars with the “darkies,” they still keep 
up their Japhetic 4 vanity by keeping themselves at respect¬ 
able distances from the race which they bought with their 
own blood. Down in the state of Delaware, whither I was 
once taken by a friend of mine as his guest, I was astonished 
to find a separate portion of a town given up wholly to 
negroes. Upon telling my friend that this making a sharp 
racial distinction appeared to me very Pagan-like, his 
emphatic answer was that he would rather be a Pagan 
and live separate from “niggers,” than be a Christian and 
live in the same quarters with them! 
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But strong and unchristian as their feeling is against the 
Indians and the Africans, the prejudice, the aversion, the 
repugnance, which they entertain against the children of 
Sina are something which we in heathendom have never 
seen the like. The land which sends over missionaries to 
China, to convert her sons and daughters to Christianity 
from the nonsense of Confucius 1 and the superstitions of 
Buddha,—the very same land abhors even the shadow of 
a Chinaman cast upon its soil. There never was seen such 
an anomaly upon the face of this earth. Is Christian mis¬ 
sion a child’s play, a chivalry more puerile than that 
engaged the wit of Cervantes, 2 that it should be sent to a 
people so much disliked by the people who send it? 

The main reasons which make the Chinese so objection¬ 
able to the Christian Americans I understand to be three: 

1. The Chinese carry away all their savings to their 
home, and thus impoverish the land. —That is, that they 
might be acceptable to the Americans, they must spend 
up all they earned in America, and go home empty- 
handed. A strange doctrine this to hear from the people 
who inculcate the lessons of industry and provision upon 
themselves. “All things whatsoever ye would that men 
should do to you, do ye even so to them.” 3 Do all the 
American and European merchants and savants and 
engineers who come to our shores,—do they leave all their 
earnings with us, and go home without bank-accounts in 
their favor? Do we not pay each one of them, 200, 300, 
400, 500, 800 dollars a month in solid gold, scarcely a 
third of which he usually spends in our land, and goes 
away with the rest to buy ease and comforts in his home¬ 
land? And yet we send them out with thanks, with presents 
of silk-robes and bronze-vases, and oftentimes with impe- 
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rial decorations and pensions affixed thereto. They did 
the service corresponding to the money we paid them, (at 
least we suppose they did), and we do not think ourselves 
robbed by them. By what laws under heaven are the 
Chinese compelled to leave all their earnings in America 
after they have helped to cut a railroad through the Rocky 
Mountains, and planted and watered vineyards in Cali¬ 
fornia? They do not carry away gold for nothing, as self- 
styled Christians sometimes did by directing muzzles of 
guns at the defenceless heathens, and kidnapping supple 
babies from the breasts of suckling mothers. The China¬ 
men leave the work behind them equivalent to the money 
they carry away. The gold is now theirs by Nature’s 
inherent law, and who art thou that deniest the sacred 
right of property to the sons of honest toil! We the “piti¬ 
able heathens” send our foreign employees with honors 
and ceremonies, and they the “blessed Christians” kick us 
out with derisive languages. Can these things be, O God 
of Vengeance! 

2. The Chinese with their stubborn adherence to their 
national ways and customs , bring indecencies upon the 
Christian community. —True, pigtails and flowing pan¬ 
taloons are not very decent things to be seen in the streets 
of Boston or New York. But do you think corsets and 
compressed abdomens are fine things to see in the streets of 
Peking or Hankow? “But Chinese are filthy in their 
habits, and tricky in their dealings with others,” you say. 
I wish I could show you some specimens of the noble 
Caucasian race roaming in the Eastern ports, who are as 
filthy, as stinky, as putrefactive, as a poor pox-stricken 
Chinaman who is dungeoned by the San Francisco 
quarantine in a manner as if he had upset ten imperial 
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thrones. As for the alleged moral obliquity of the Chinese: 
Have you ever heard of a Chinaman throwing a bombshell 
at city-police, or disgracing the American womanhood in 
the mid-day sun? Why not enact anti-German laws and 
anti-Italian laws as well if the social order and decency 
are your aim? What are the iniquities of the poor China¬ 
men that you persecute them with so much rigor, except 
they be their defencelessness, and abject submission to 
your Gothic will? Would that the iniquities of the Cauca¬ 
sian sojourners in our land be counted that they be weighed 
over against those of Chinamen! If we had done to 
American or English citizens in our land half as much in¬ 
dignities as are done to the helpless Chinese in America, 
we would soon be visited with fleets of gunboats, and in 
the name of justice and humanity, would be compelled to 
pay $50,000 per capita for the lives of those worthless 
loafers, whose only worth as human beings consists in their 
having blue eyes and white skins, and in nothing more. 
Christendom seems to possess another Gospel, in addition 
to one preached by Paul and Cephas, which teaches among 
other detestable things this: 

Might is Right , and Money is that Might. 

3. The Chinese by their low wages do injury to the 
American laborer. —This sounds more plausible than the 
other two reasons. It is “Protection” applied to the im¬ 
ported labor. I do not like to see any American household 
deprived of its chicken-pies on Sunday that a Chinaman 
might have a morsel more of his steamed rice. But let 
America’s national conscience ask this question to itself: 
Is 4,000,000 square miles of land flowing with milk and 
honey not wide enough for 65,000,000 of its people? Are 
there no space left in Idaho, Montana, and elsewhere, 
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where the packed population of Canton and Foochow may 
be given opportunities of coping with buffaloes and grizzly 
bears to subdue the land for humankind? Where in God’s 
Sacred Writings/ or in Nature’s fossiled tablets, can be 
found a statement that goes to prove an assumption that 
America must be possessed by the white race alone? Or if 
you like to be argued without having your vanity touched 
in any way, you may be persuaded thus: Grudge to the 
poor Chinamen so much charity as the unpardoning Jews 
did to the heathen Gibeonites; that is, make them “hewers 
of wood and drawers of water” 2 to you, and you go to 
some more lordly occupations befitting your Teutonic or 
Celtic origin. Let them wash all your cufFs and collars 
and shirts for you; and they will serve you with lamblike 
meekness, and for half the price your own Caucasian 
laundrymen charge you with . Or send them down into 
Arizona or New Mexico mines to fetch from the bosom of 
infernal darkness the metal we prize so highly in day-light. 
“Strike” is yet unknown among the poor heathens, unless 
some of you teach them how to do it. A class of laborers 
so meek, so uncomplaining, so industrious, and so cheap, 
you cannot find anywhere else under the sun.* That to 
so use them in a sphere of industry peculiarly their own is 
not only befitting your Christian profession, but profitable 
as well for your pockets, you have proved more than once 


* “I will admit that at one time I had fears of Chinese over¬ 
running this country, but for some years I have had none ... I do 
not know what we would do without them, and undertake to say 
that they are the most quiet, industrious and altogether commend¬ 
able class of foreigners who come here. There is no other class so 
quick to learn and none so faithful .”—Senator Stanford of Cali¬ 
fornia . 3 
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by acts of “smugglings of Chinamen” often enacted upon 
the Canadian frontiers. Why refuse to bless your fellow- 
men by “policies” out of jealousies and rum-shops born? 
Why not believe in the Law and Prophets, 1 and be kind 
and merciful to strangers, that the Lord of hosts may open 
you the windows of heaven, and pour you out a blessing, 
that there shall not be room enough to receive it? But as 
they now are, the whole tenor of anti-Chinese laws 2 appears 
to me to be anti-Biblical, anti-Christian, anti-evangelical, 
and anti-humanitarian. Even the nonsense of Confucius 
teaches us very much better things than these. 

I have cautiously kept back my nationality from my 
readers, (though by this time it must be pretty well known 
to them). But I must make this confession that I am not a 
Chinaman myself. Though I am never ashamed of my 
racial relationship to that most ancient of nations,—that 
nation that gave Mencius 3 and Confucius to the world, and 
invented the mariner’s compass and printing machines 
centuries before the Europeans even dreamed of them,— 
yet to receive in my person all the indignities and asperities 
with which the poor coolies from Canton are goaded by 
the American populace, required nothing less than Christi¬ 
an forbearance to keep my head and heart in right 
order. Here again, American Hebraisms, which are applied 
even in the nomenclatures of horses, are made use of 
the designations of the Chinese. They are all called 
“John,” 4 and even the kind policemen of the city of New 
York call us by that name. “Pick up those Chinamen in,” 
was the polite language of a Chicago coachman, to whom 
we paid the regular fare, and did nothing to hurt his vanity 
as a protege 5 of St. Patrick. 0 A well-clad gentleman sharing 
the same seat with me in a car asked me to have my comb 


VI The First Impressions of Christendom 117 

to brush his grizzly beard; and instead of a thank which 
we in heathendom consider as appropriate upon such an 
occasion, he returned the comb saying, “Well John, where 
do you keep your laundry shop?” An intelligent-looking 
gentleman asked us when we did cut our cues; and when 
told that we never had cues, “Why” he said, “I thought all 
Chinamen have cues.” That these very gentlemen, who 
seem to take peculiar delight in deriding our Mongolian 
origin, are themselves peculiarly sensitive as to their Saxon 
birthright, is well illustrated by the following little inci¬ 
dent: 

A group of young Japanese engineers went to examine 
the Brooklyn Bridge. When under the pier, the structure 
and tension of each of the suspending ropes were being 
discussed upon, a silk-hatted, spectacled, and decently 
dressed American gentleman approached them. “Well 
John,” he intruded upon the Japanese scientists, “these 
things must look awful strange to you from China, ey!” 
One among the Japanese retorted the insulting question, 
and said, “So they must be to you from Ireland.” The 
gentleman got angry and said, “No, indeed not. I am not 
an Irish.” “And so we are not Chinese,” was the gentle 
rejoinder. It was a good blow, and the silk-hatted sulked 
away. He did not like to be called an Irish. 

Time fails me to speak of other unchristian features of 
Christendom. What about legalized lottery which can 
depend for its stability upon its millions in gold and silver, 
right in face of simple morality clear even to the under¬ 
standing of a child; of widespread gambling propensities, 
as witnessed in scenes of cock-fights, horse-race, and foot¬ 
ball matches, of pugilism, more inhuman than Spanish 
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bull-fights; of lynching, fitted more for Hottentots than 
for the people of a free Republic; of rum-traffic, whose 
magnitude can find no parallel in the trade of the whole 
world; of demagogism in politics; of denominational jeal¬ 
ousies in religion; of capitalists 5 tyranny and laborers 5 in¬ 
solence; of millionaires 5 fooleries; of men’s hypocritical 
love toward their wives; etc, etc., etc.? Is this the civiliza¬ 
tion we were taught by missionaries to accept as an 
evidence of the superiority of Christian Religion over other 
religions? With what shamefacedness did they declare unto 
us that the religion which made Europe and America must 
surely be the religion from on high? If it was Christianity 
that made the so-called Christendom of to-day, let 
Heaven’s eternal curse rest upon it! Peace is the last 
thing we can find in Christendom. Turmoils, complexities, 
insane asylums, penitentiaries, poor-houses! 

O for the rest of the Morning Land, the quietude of 
the Lotus Pond! Not the steam-whistle that alarms us 
from our disturbed sleep, but the carol of the Bird of 
Paradise that wakens us from our delicious slumber; not 
the dust and jar of an elevated railroad, but a palanquin 
borne by a lowing cow; not marble-mansions built with 
price of blood earned in the Wall Street battle-market, 
but thatched roofs with sweet contentment in Nature’s 
bounties. Are not sun, moon, and stars purer and more 
beautiful objects of worship than money and honors and 
empty shows? 

O heaven, I am undone! I was deceived! I gave up 
what was really Peace for that which is no Peace! To go 
back to my old faith I am now too overgrown; to acquiesce 
in my new faith is impossible. O for Blessed Ignorance 
that might have kept me from the knowledge of faith other 
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than that which satisfied my good grandma! It made her 
industrious, patient, true; and not a compunction clouded 
her face as she drew her last breath. Hers was Peace and 
mine is Doubt; and woe is me that I called her an idolater, 
and pitied her superstition, and prayed for her soul, when 
I myself had launched upon an unfathomable abyss, tossed 
with fear and sin and doubt. One thing I shall never do 
in future: I shall never defend Christianity upon its being 
the religion of Europe and America. An external evi¬ 
dence” of this nature is not only weak, but actually vicious 
in its general effects. The religion that can support an 
immortal soul must have surer and profounder bases than 
such a “show” evidence to rest upon. Yet I once built my 
faith upon a straw like that. 


CHAPTER SEVENTPI 


IN CHRISTENDOM—AMONG PEIILANTHROPISTS 


It was well said by a Chinese sage that “he who stays in 
a mountain knows not the mountain. 5 ’ The fact is, distance 
lends not only enchantment to a view, but comprehensive¬ 
ness as well. A mountain in its true proportion can be 
viewed only from a distance. 

So with one’s own country. As long as he lives in it, he 
really knows it not. That he may understand its true situa¬ 
tion, it as a part of the great whole, its goodness and bad¬ 
ness, its strength and weakness, he must stand away from 
it. Who is more ignorant of the city of New York than 
some of its domiciled denizens, to whom the Central Park 
is the only “wild” in the universe, and the City Museum 
the hole through which they can peep into the wild world! 
The English aristocrats are famous for their ignorance 
about their own Island Empire, which makes their ex¬ 
pensive travels around the world almost a necessity to make 
them anything near sensible subject of her Britannic 
Majesty. 1 So oftentimes, missionaries sent out to convert 
heathens come home converted themseleves , not indeed 
from their Christianity, but from much, very much, of 
views they used to hold about themselves, Christendom, 
the “election” of Christians, the damnation of heathens, 
etc., etc. “Send your darling son to travel,” is a saying 
common among my countrymen. Nothing Penchants a 
man so much as traveling. 
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My views about my native land were extremely one¬ 
sided while I stayed in it. While yet a heathen, my country 
was to me the centre of the universe, the envy of the 
world. “The soil gives the five grains* in luxurious 
abundance; its climate the equablest in the world; its 
scenery the richest, its seas and lakes like the eyes of a 
maiden, and its pine-clad hills her crescent-shaped eye¬ 
brows; the land itself overcharged with spirit, the very 
abode of gods, the fountain of light. 55 Such, I say, I 
thought my country to be, while I was yet a heathen. But 
how opposite when I was “converted 55 ! I was told of 
“happy lands far, far away; 55 of America, with four- 
hundred colleges and universities; of England, the Puritan’s 
home; of Germany, Luther’s Fatherland; of Switzerland, 
Zwingli’s 1 pride; of Knox’s Scotland and Adolphus’ 2 
Sweden. Soon an idea caught my mind that my country 
was really “good-for-nothing.” It was a heathen land 
which required missionaries from other countries to make 
it good. God of Heaven had never thought much about 
it; He left it so many years wholly in the hand of devils. 
Speaking of any of its moral or social defects, we were 
constantly told that it was not so in America or Europe. 
Whether it could ever be a Massachusetts or an England, 
I sincerely doubted. I did truly believe that the world 
would not be any worse even if my country were wiped 
out of existence. “Is there such a thing as tax-paying in 
Japan?” a girl in a mission school was heard to have asked 
her teacher. Poor, innocent soul, she imagined her own 
people to be in such a degradation that extortion or some 
other heathen method of “sipping the people’s blood” was 


* Rice, wheat, barley, bean, millet. 
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still resorted to in her land, and equity and right the things 
peculiar to her adored America. “Denationalizing influ¬ 
ences of missionaries” are not phenomena wholly un¬ 
known in mission-fields. 

But looking at a distance from the land of my exile, my 
country ceased to be a “good-for-nothing.” It began to 
appear superbly beautiful,—not the grotesque beauty of 
my heathen days, but the harmonic beauty of true propor¬ 
tions, occupying a definite space in the universe with its 
own historic individualities. Its existence as a nation was 
decreed by Heaven Itself, and its mission to the world and 
human race was, and is being, distinctly announced. It 
was seen to be a sacred reality, with purpose high and 
ambition noble, to be for the world and mankind. Thrice 
thankful was I that such a glorious view of my country 
was vouchsafted to my vision. 1 

This is not the only salubrious result of foreign travel 
however. Under no other circumstances are we driven more 
into ourselves than when we live in a strange land. Para¬ 
doxical though it may seem, we go into the world that we 
may learn more about ourselves. Self is revealed to us 
nowhere more clearly than where we come in contact 
with other peoples and other countries. Introspection be¬ 
ings when another world is presented to our view. 

Several things conspire to bring about this result. First 
and most evident of all, loneliness is unavoidable to any 
sojourner in a strange land. With the best of friendship 
he may form in it, and the freest use of its language, he is 
still a stranger. A conversation, which otherwise might 
have been enjoyable and exhilarating, is made burdensome 
by an extra mental energy required in conjugating verbs 
for right tenses and moods, in giving singular predicates to 
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singular nouns, (things unknown in my language), and 
in selecting right prepositions out of scores that differ but 
slightly from one another. Invitations to friendly dinners 
are deprived of much of the anticipated pleasures on ac¬ 
count of extra attentions necessary for conducting prehen¬ 
sions, mastications, and deglutitions in accordance with 
the fixed table-laws. We would sometimes appear with our 
hairs unbrushed, and our attentions once called to it, we 
would sit all through the courses with our conscience 
pricked to the core. We would greatly prefer, therefore, 
to be alone, and help ourselves in our own styles, un¬ 
disturbed by the staring looks of some ladies watching our 
savage demeanors with their keen critical eyes. Loneliness 
becomes doubly sweet to us under such circumstances. 
Monologues and introspections are daily feasted upon, and 
the objective and the subjective seifs are in constant com¬ 
munion with each other. 

Secondly, one is more than an individual when he steps 
out of his country. He carries in himself his nation and 
his race. His words and action are judged not simply as 
his, but as his race’s and his nation’s as well. Thus in a 
sense, every sojourner in a strange land is a minister 
plenipotentiary of his country. He represents his land and 
his people. The world reads his nation through him. We 
know that nothing steadies a man so much as the sense of 
high responsibility. And when I know that my country 
is contemned or applauded as I behave myself meanly or 
nobly, then flippancies, flirtings, and levities of all sorts 
depart from me at once. I become as grave as an am¬ 
bassador to the sublime court of St. James. 1 Hence re¬ 
flection, consideration, and judgement. He who behaves 
otherwise is not worthy of his nation, I believe. 

Thirdly, we all know what homesickness is. It is Nature’s 
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recoil upon one’s uncongenial surroundings. Those familiar 
faces and hills and fields, which we now miss, but cannot 
erase from our mental vision, seek for dominancy in our 
souls; and in our very efforts to conform ourselves to the 
new environments, the home with its jealous love binds us 
the more to its sweet recollections. Then comes Melancholy 
to dissolve the aching heart to tears, and drives us into 
dells and woods to engage in musings and fitful prayers. 
Our eyes follow the sun as he rolls down into the western 
main, and bid him to tell our dear ones at home as they 
behold him in his rising glory, that we are well here and 
think of them. Thus in spirits’ land we dwell. Swallows 
come and go, men sell and gain or lose, but to the exiled 
from home monotony runs throughout the year,—com¬ 
munion with himself, with God, and with spirits. 

It must have been with some such providential purpose 
like these that Moses was driven to the land of the Midi- 
anites 1 before he came forth as a deliverer of his people. 
Elijah’s “flight to Beersheba” 2 has ever been a fact of in¬ 
finite consolation to one who in a strange land strives to 
seek God in the loneliness of his soul. 

“Sit on the desert stone 
Like Elijah at Horeb’s cave alone; 

And a gentle voice comes through the wild, 

Like a father consoling his fretful child, 

That banishes bitterness, wrath, and fear, 

Saying ‘Man is distant, but God is near’.” 3 
St. Paul’s “Arabia” 4 has always been construed in such a 
sense, for nothing could be more natural than that the 
Apostle to the Gentiles 5 should have his term of internal 
discipline, that he might grasp the Son “at the first hand,” 
and come forth and announce to the world and say: — 
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“I certify you, brethren, that the gospel which was 
preached of me is not after man. For I neither received it 
of man, neither was I taught it, but by the revelation of 
Jesus Christ” 1 

Soon after my arrival in America, 2 I was “picked up” 
by a Pennsylvania doctor, 3 himself a philanthropist of the 
most practical type. After probing a little into my inner 
nature, he agreed to take me into his custody, and placed 
me among his “attendants” with a prospect that I might 
taste all the ways up from the very lowest of practical 
charity. The change was quite a sudden one for me from 
an officer in an Imperial Government to an attendant in 
an Asylum for Idiots; but I did not feel it, as the 
Carpenter-Son of Nazareth 4 taught me now an entirely 
new view of life. 

Let me here note that I entered a hospital service with 
somewhat the same aim as that which drove Martin Luther 
into his Erfurth convent. 5 I took this step, not because I 
thought the world needed my service in that line, much 
less did I seek it as an occupation, (poor though I was), 
but because I thought it to be the only refuge from “the 
wrath to come,” there to put my flesh in subjection, and to 
so discipline myself as to reach the state of inward purity, 
and thus inherit the kingdom of heaven. At the bottom, 
therefore, I was egoistic, and I was to learn through 
many a painful experience that egoism in whatever form it 
appears is of devils, and is sin. In my efforts to conform 
myself to the requirements of Philanthropy, which are 
perfect self-sacrifice and total self-forgetfulness, my innate 
selfishness was revealed to me in all its fearful enormities; 
and overpowered with the darkness I descried in myself, 
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I sunk, and writhed in unspeakable agonies. Hence the 
dreary records of this part of my existence. The present- 
day reader, more accustomed to the sunny side of human 
existence, may not be disposed to take them in with any 
degree of seriousness; but to the sufferer himself, they are 
the accounts of veritable Actualities out of which came the 
long-sought Peace, and all the blessed fruits resulting 
therefrom. 

But aside from my internal struggles, my life in the 
Hospital was very far from being unpleasant. The Super¬ 
intendent was a man who took genuine interest in my 
welfare, and looked after me with real affections second 
only to those he lavished upon his own children. He be¬ 
lieved in the right state of body for right morals and con¬ 
ducts ; so naturally his solicitude toward me was more about 
my stomach than about my soul. Those who knew him not 
took him for a rabid materialist, especially when they 
heard him talk about his favorite subject, “Moral Im¬ 
becility,” meaning by that constitutional depravity caused 
by parental mistakes and vile environments. But a mate¬ 
rialist and atheist he was not. He had a firm trust in 
Providence, as shown in his constant references to it as the 
Hand that guided him through all his life. He even 
attributed my coming under his care to Something more 
than mere chance, and cared and watched over me ac¬ 
cordingly. His Biblical knowledge was extensive, and 
though not strictly “Orthodox” in his religious professions, 
he abhored the heartless intellectualism, and would often 
pronounce Unitarianism as “the narrowest and driest of 
sects,” and this, notwithstanding his wife was a charming 
Unitarian woman, and a large part of his employees were 
recruited from Massachusetts. He indeed sometimes 
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“roared like a devil,” as my Irish colleague used to tell me, 
at which the whole house trembled, and everybody tried 
to stand at a safe distance from him; but withal he had a 
heart encompassing the whole of his large heterogeneous 
family, a maimed little Johny and a mute little Sophie 
being equally at ease with him as our able and strong 
matron, 1 who would often keep him at bay, and bid him 
to keep his mouth shut. The Doctor’s musical skill was 
considerable, and many a time after the family was dis¬ 
missed, he sung to the piano played by our music teacher; 
and many a time in my internal agonies, my soul was stilled 
by his tremulous voice as he threw his whole fervor into 
his favorite piece, 

“Slowly by God’s hand unfurled, 

Down around the weary world, 

Falls the darkness; Oh! how still 
Is the working of His will.” 2 

But it was neither his religion nor his music that made 
me his admirer and faithful learner. It was his systematic 
thought steadily carried into practice, his well-directed will 
which gradually subdued rocky Pennsylvania hills, and 
made out of them a flourishing colony for the most unfor¬ 
tunate of mankind; his administrative skill which could 
rule and guide and keep in subjection some seven-hundred 
demented souls; his large ambition extending to dim future, 
which it will take his lifetime, and his sons’ lifetime to re¬ 
alize,—all these made him a wonder and a study to me, 
such that I never have seen either in my homeland or any¬ 
where else. If he helped me not in unriddling the tough 
religious doubts with which I was then afflicted, he taught 
me how to make the most out of my life and religion; that 
Philanthropy with whatever high and delicate sentiment 
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it might be backed, is of but little practical use in this 
practical world, unless it has a clear head and an iron will 
to make it a blessing to the suffering humanity. No courses 
in “Practical Theology” 1 could have taught me this in¬ 
valuable lesson so well and so impressively as the living 
example of this practical man. He it was who rescued me 
from degenerating into that morbid religiosity (if I may so 
call it) wherein those so afflicted 

“Sigh for wretchedness, yet shun the wretched, 
Nursing in some delicious solitude, 

Their dainty loves and slothful sympathies.” 2 
The Doctor remained to the last hour 3 the most trusted of 
my friends; and with all the differences in age, race, na¬ 
tionality and temperament, the love I contracted toward 
him has proved to be the most enduring. Oft in my New 
England college days, when others of my good friends 
were solicitous about my heart and head, he remembered 
my stomach, and would often send me some substantial 
helps, bidding me to fetch good square meals and be cheer¬ 
ful. And even after my return home, when my out-of¬ 
routine ways of action put my mental and spiritual sanity in 
question with many who belonged to the same household 
of Faith with me, it was he who never doubted my Veracity 
as well as Orthodoxy, and sent me succor and cheer from 
beyond the ocean. Indeed it was he who humanized me. 
My Christianity would have been a cold and rigid and 
unpracticable thing had I only books and colleges and 
seminaries to teach me in it. In how manifold a way the 
Great Spirit does mould us! 

Mrs. Superintendent was a Unitarian. In all my reading 
in Christian literature at home, I conceived anything but 
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favorable opinions about Unitarianism. 1 I thought it worse 
than heathenism, and more dangerous because of its 
seeming affinity to Christianity. I confess, at first I looked 
upon her with strong suspicions. I imagined she was all 
brain and no heart, insensible to all that was tender and 
divinely womanly in the life of the Great Master. And I 
did not conceal my repugnance of the Unitarian doctrines 
from before my good hostess,—a rude barbarian as I was. 
But lo! she proved her possession of heart, a good tender 
womanly heart, by her work in accordance with her own 
Unitarian principles. My Orthodoxy 2 was of no obstacle 
to her to befriend me. She with the Doctor succored me 
frequently, and more than he, with her womanly instinct, 
she “sniffed out” my peculiar pains and comforted me 
accordingly. Oft during her last illness she remembered 
me in the tenderest terms; and only few days before she 
joined Dorothea Dix and other Unitarian saintesses in the 
Father’s Kingdom, the one who “incorrigibly” supported 
the Puritanic doctrines 3 was not forgotten; and as her last 
mission-work for the heathen, she sent me from beyond 
the seas a Christmas gift of most substantial shape to help 
me forward in the work which she knew was not Unitarian. 
I believe an Orthodoxy that cannot be reconciled with 
such a Unitarianism is not worthy to be called Orthodox 
or Straight-Doctrined. The true liberality, as I take it, is 
allowance and forbearance of all honest beliefs with an 
unflinching conviction in one’s own faith. Belief in myself 
that I can know some Truth, and disbelief in myself that 
I can know all Truths, are the foundations of the true 
Christian liberality, the sources of all goodwills and peace¬ 
ful dealings with all mankind. Of course I was not con- 
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verted to these healthy views in a day, but that our worthy 
Mrs. Superintendent was largely instrumental in bringing 
me up to this ideal, I have no doubt whatever. 

Another inspiring object in the Hospital was its matron. 
No man I know of was firmer than she; yet she was a 
woman! She scored through the spacious building from 
one end to the other, casting her observant eyes on this 
boy and that girl; and woe to a careless attendant who put 
Johny’s stockings to Georgie’s feet, or Sarah’s bonnet upon 
Susie’s head. That woman can rule as well as man was 
demonstrated to me by this worthy lady beyond any ques¬ 
tion of doubt. She certainly is a product of Christian 
America, to whom heathendom with all the grace and 
virtue of its womanhood cannot bring forth any equal. 

One more lovable soul to whom I became firmly at¬ 
tached during my hospital days I must not fail to mention, 
as one who smoothed away much of my angular Chris¬ 
tianity. He was from the state of Delaware, was decidedly 
a Southerner in sympathy, a skilled young physician, an 
Episcopalian in his religious profession, agile and dexterous 
in dancing, could make an excellent actor, could write 
poetry, an admirer of the Stuart kings, good, kind, and a 
most sympathetic of friends. In his presence, disappeared 
all at once my prejudice against the Rebel-South, 
engendered in my bosom by my New England 1 sympathies 
and acquaintances. My Puritanic faith and Cromwellian 
admiration 2 were no obstacles to admit him to my con¬ 
fidence and love. He once took me to his Delaware home, 
that he might show me real ladies, at all comparable to 
those whom I described to him at my ideals. He said that 
such did really exist in America, but not in Pennsylvania 
or Massachusetts. Pie hired a hackney coach, and took me 
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round first to the Governor’s house, and then to the Ex- 
Governor’s, and so on; and as often as we came out of the 
presence of a beauty to whom we paid our homage, he 
asked me “How is that?” Upon telling him that she was 
not yet up to my ideal, he tried another, and then still 
another, doing his utmost to wrest the words of approba¬ 
tion from me, as the old knight did from his contestant for 
his idol. But I remained true to myself, and disappointed 
him at last. “What do you want then in Delaware?” he 
said to me finally in bewilderment. It was the peach sea¬ 
son, and I studied in Geography while at home about the 
superlative quality of Delaware peaches. I therefore asked 
for some of the best of them in the state. Such he speedily 
and gladly ordered, and I had all I wanted and was per¬ 
fectly satisfied.—This was he who revealed to me the half 
of America from which my Yankee 1 sympathies had kept 
me in ignorance. Generous, sympathetic, true, unsuspi¬ 
cious,—why the whole of American Christianity does not 
go by dollars and cents, with Jonathan Edwards 2 and 
Theodore Parker. 3 There is such a thing as chivalric 
Christianity , a thing very much to my national heart. I 
took up somewhat of the spirit of my Southern friend, 
committed to memory many passages from the Book of 
Common Prayer which he presented me with, and began 
to take delight in attending the Episcopal services. Led 
by God’s Spirit, breadth does never contradict with one’s 
growing conviction in his own faith; and I am ever thank¬ 
ful that I befriended half of Christendom through my 
Delaware friend, without weakening in the least my un¬ 
bounded admiration for Oliver Cromwell, and my attach¬ 
ments to those precious truths contained in the Puritanic 
form of Christianity. 
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The limited space only forbids me to make mention of 
other good friends 1 and sweet influences, who and which 
acted upon me during my stay in the Hospital. Even from 
the Irish soil, and that not from among its gentries, came 
inspirations and widening of my mental and spiritual 
horizons. One strong man I particularly remember, who 
had a worshipful admiration for Gladstone, and who, when 
I told him of my envy for his owning such a mighty 
sovereign as Queen Victoria, 2 signified his strong dissent 
with a stamping and a remark: “I would rather be ruled 
by the king of Abyssinia than be a subject of that d—able 
woman.” And yet what a goodness of heart, and piety too, 
in these misrepresented sons and daughters of the Emerald 
Isle. 3 

With these descriptions of my surroundings I may be 
allowed to give some more of my diaries. 

Jan. 1, 1885.—Cold. Last night felt much about “justi¬ 
fication by faith! Was on duty during night. The first 
time I took up the work of caring the sick. I thanked God 
that He opened a way for me. 

The first day as an attendant in an asylum. The long- 
cherished line of labor, hallowed by the names of John 
Howard, Elizabeth Fry 4 , and innumerable other saints and 
saintesses, was now opened to me. Indeed, I felt I became 
a saint myself. But already from the very beginning of this 
my attempt to justify myself by “the works of the law,” a 
voice said deep down in my bosom, “a man is justified by 
faith without the deeds of the law.” 5 

Jan. 6.—Read the Book of Job; much consoled. 
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Again with the help of the venerable Albert Barnes. The 
two volumes of his Commentaries were hurried through 
without a stop. That the final outcome of all evils is good, 
was now indelibly impressed upon my mind. Ever since I 
seldom have missed this view of life, even amidst the 
darkest of clouds. 

Jan. 11, Sunday.—Was on duty all the day through. 
Read Havergal; 1 much taught in spiritual things. 

Jan. 25, Sunday.—This life is a school where we are 
taught how to enter the heaven. The greatest achievement 
of this life, therefore, is to learn “the precious and eternal 
lessons.” 

New lessons are being taught by ministering angels, 2 
Frances Havergal the most conspicuous among them. Till 
then this earthly life was all in all to me, even under the 
Christian dispensation. The new faith was accepted more 
for utilitarian purposes, such as happy homes, free govern¬ 
ments, etc., than for its intrinsic spiritual worth. “To make 
my country as strong as Europe or America,” was the 
prime aim of my life, and I welcomed Christianity as I 
thought it a great engine for carrying out this design. And 
O how many do still accept it for its sociopolitical reasons! 
But now the love of country was to be sacrificed for the 
love of heaven, that the former might be restored to me 
in its truest and highest significance. 

Feb. 2.—The idea of my sonship to God; greatly en¬ 
couraged. 
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Feb. 11.—Read Phillips Brooks 1 on “Influence of Jesus,” 
and greatly encouraged. 

A grand discovery that I am God’s son and not his 
brother or equal. Why strive to compete with him in 
strength and purity, that I be received upon “equal foot¬ 
ings” by Him? Presumptuous little god of the world! 
know thyself, and things will go well with thee. 

And Phillips Brooks! what struggling souls he failed to 
strengthen and support? What a depth under his surplice, 
and what a broadness behind his Prayer-Book! As I 
pored over his book, I thought he knew personally all my 
ills for which he had specifics to offer. A wayfarer takes 
in a breath after a draught of his elixir, and for a week or 
two, he marches on with songs upon his lips, the earth with 
all its bristles and mountains and valleys leveled and 
smoothed before him. 

Feb. 14.—As far as I know is my own knowledge and 
truth. The world may have different opinions, but they 
are not mine; hence I am not responsible for them. Let 
me care for what I know , and for no more. 

The extent and limit of my knowledge was to be defined 
that I might armor myself against the multitudinous 
opinions which were now forced upon me for acceptance. 
America is a land of sects, where each tries to augment its 
numbers at the expense of others. Already such strange 
isms as Unitarianism, Swedenborgianism, 2 Quakerism, 3 
etc., to say nothing of others with which I was already 
familiar, were being tried upon me. The poor heathen- 
convert is at a loss which to make his own; so I made 
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up my mind to accept none of them. What mortals under 
heaven can make a “right-choice” out of dozens and scores 
of denominations, each having its own merits and demerits? 
Why torment a poor convert with the etymology of 
/3airri^oi 1 and persuade him to be “dipped,” when author¬ 
ities equally as great and pious maintain that even sprin¬ 
kling is not necessary for his eternal salvation. Be merciful 
to the poor convert, ye “Christians at home,” and be 
broad. 

Feb. 18.—Much doubting; not a little troubled. My 
heart must be fixed upon God. Men’s opinions are various, 
but God’s Truth must be one. Unless taught by God Him¬ 
self, the true knowledge cannot be obtained. 

Horried struggles with the “selections” of Truth. Is 
Jesus a God or a man? If I believe Fie is a man, shall I 
not be condemned in eternal hell-fire? Yet they say that 
Emerson, 2 Garrison, 3 Lowell, 4 Martineau, 0 and other great 
and brave and learned men said that He was a man. My 
belief in the divinity of Christ was then as foolish and 
groundless as the superstitious idolatry I had left behind 
with so much sacrifice. While my struggle upon this point 
is yet unsettled, another set of divines comes to me, and 
kindly cautions me not to be deceived by Protestant devils, 
and favors me with a copy of Cardinal Gibbons’ “Faith of 
Our Fathers,” 6 to peruse it with all prayerful diligence. 
And as soon as my attention is seriously turned toward the 
solution of this momentous problem, the agnostic in the 
name of Darwin, Huxley, and Spencer, 7 admonishes me to 
give up the futile question, and to rest in the visible and 
the tangible. Then souls in all outward appearances as 
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pious as Madame Guyon 1 herself, tells me that their pro¬ 
phet Swedenborg 2 saw heaven with his own eyes, and 
testified with all his mighty intellect that all what he said 
and wrote was absolutely true. But says great physiologist 
Dr. Flint, 3 that Swedenborg was a genuine lunatic. Woe is 
a conscientious heathen-convert in the midst of all these 
controversies. His mind is hurled from one end of the 
intellectual universe to the other, with no position safe 
from some attacks of most ponderous nature. Once more 
I thought of peace and serenity in my grandma’s “heathen” 
faith. Say not, O ye sect-bound Christians, “Better one 
year of Europe than a cycle of Cathay;” for you promised 
us a peace which you really do not have. If dissensions 
and religious animosities are the things to be desired for, 
: we had them enough in “Cathay” without entangling 
ourselves in fresh dissensions of your make and origin. I 
remember I once went to a missionary and asked him the 
raison d'etre , if there was one, of sects among Christians. 
He told me that in his view the existence of sects was a 
real blessing, as it engendered “emulation” among differ¬ 
ent denominations, and thus brought about more purity 
in churches, and rapider growth of God’s kingdom. When, 
however, a few months after this, we started up a new 
church of our own, contrived in a fashion not very palat¬ 
able to his taste, the very same missionary sharply repri¬ 
manded our audacity, by telling us that we must not add 
one more new sect to hundreds which were already dis¬ 
gracing the cause of Christianity. But we never have been 
able to comprehend his logic. If the existence of sects is 
“a real blessing,” why not increase the number of sects, and 
get more benefit out of them! But if it is a curse, as we 
poor converts still imagine it to be, why not attempt to 
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annihilate it, and make Methodism, 1 Presbyterianism, 2 
Congregationalism, 3 Quakerism, and all other harmless 
and harmful isms into one great united whole. Crank¬ 
headed as we are, we never can unriddle the paradoxical 
statement of our missionary friend. 

March 8.—Feeling the importance of sanctification more 
and more. The “Ideal Purity” lies before my eyes, but I 
cannot enter that state. A wretched being that I am! 

March 22.—Man is too finite a creature to be able to 
rest upon, and occupy, the whole of the Infinite Founda¬ 
tion of Wisdom. Only he can do is to lodge himself in a 
little corner of this Foundation. As soon as he gets to even 
this corner, he can be calm and quiet,—so strong is the 
Rock. This explains the existence of different sects, and 
the success of every one of them. 

A more humane and rational explanation of “sects.” I 
believe Phillips Brooks helped me out to this. 

April 5, Easter Sunday.—Beautiful day. Spirit was 
powered, and for the first time in my life, had a glimpse 
of Heaven and Immortality! O the joy inestimable! A 
moment of such holy joy is worth years of all the joys 
which the world can give. My spiritual blindness was felt 
more and more, and I prayed earnestly for light. 

A day of Resurrection indeed! After months of con¬ 
tinual gloom and wrestlings with Spirit, this revelation and 
respite were welcome to me beyond my powers of descrip¬ 
tion. I remember I tasted the painted eggs 4 placed before 
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me with a relish more than lingual. In them, (i.e. when 
they were fresh, and not after they were boiled and 
hardened and painted,) I read a sermon illustrasting the 
then state of my soul. All my stock of embryological 
knowledge was now brought before my mind for spirituali¬ 
zation, and I pondered in what stage of soul-development 
I then was,—whether it was in the “cleavage stage,” or in 
the “mulberry stage,” or so far advanced as to be near the 
“chick stage.” Soon the shell shall be broken, and I shall 
mount high on my wings to my Savior and Perfection. O 
for more light! 

April 6.—More zest and fervor in teaching the idiotic 
children. 

The day before this, I came in contact with one of the 
most remarkable men I ever have seen in my life-time. 
The same was the late James B. Richards, 1 of the world¬ 
wide renown as an indefatigable teacher of idiotic children. 
I heard from his very lips some of his early pedagogic 
experiences, demonstrating to us the practical possibility of 
“showing the Father” even to the lowest of His children. 
The impression I received was electric, and its effect, per¬ 
manent. Since then Philanthropy and Education ceased to 
be the works of mere Pity and Utility. Both were seen to 
have high religious purposes,—dispencers of God, the only 
Good. My attendantship in the asylum was now glorified 
to a holy and sacred office, and Duty dropped all the 
slavish elements it had in it. Plim, Richards, Unitarian in 
his church-relationship, I count among the best mission¬ 
aries that have been sent to me. His personality, his depth 
of sympathy, saying nothing of his extraordinary genius 
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as a teacher, smoothed away much of my Trinitarian prej¬ 
udices I was bred up to in my Orthodox relationship and 
reading. 

April 8.—The highest conception of human capabilities 
may be the origin of Unitarianism in its purest and highest 
form. Man, however, cannot attain this highest possible 
moral altitude by his own efforts; so he drags down Christ 
to suit his weak intellect. 

Conception of God is perfectly clear till we come to 
Christ. Here all stumble. I often think how clear a view 
must I have with regard to my God had there been no 
Christ. 

Christ a stumblingblock, not only to the heathen Greeks 
of old, but to the heathen Japanese, Chinese, and all other 
heathens of this very day. The Unitarian explanation of 
him is too simple for the mystic Oriental, but the Trini¬ 
tarian “theory” is no less unbelievable. Who shall roll 
away the stone for me? 

April 16.—Read FernakTs True Christian Life. 1 

April 18.—Much interested in reading Drummond’s Nat¬ 
ural Law in Spiritual World. 2 

April 19.—Took great interest in reading Revelation 3 . 

Fernald was the first Swedenborgian author I read with 
any degree of seriousness. Indeed I peeped into Arcana 
Celestial some three years before this, but then it was too 
spiritual for my materially-disposed mind. But now in a 
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strange land, grappling with great spiritual problems, 
mysticism of any sort was welcome to me, for what I could 
not remove in Fact, I could fly over in my Spirit. Then 
came Drummond to spiritualize my science, and they two 
made me extremely spiritual. Now there was left nothing 
that I could not explain away. So I took up Revelation, 
the book that I had left untouched for fear that it might 
turn me a skeptic,—a book, I thought, which was intended 
for angel-kind, and not for inductive humankind. But if 
it is a vivid portraiture of man’s spiritual experiences, I 
lacked nothing in me to illustrate every passage in it. The 
Trinity chasm can also be bridged over in that way, and 
the Immaculate Conception and Resurrection are soon 
counted among of-courses. And that fearful struggle about 
the reconciliation of Genesis and Geology, the struggle that 
drove the famed author of the Natural History of Sel- 
bourne 1 to madness—it too melts away as easily as Septem¬ 
ber frost before the sun, under the treatment of the author 
of Arcana Celestia. But I never have counted Swedenborg 
among blockheads, as many people do. His was a mind 
beyond my power of conception, and his insights in very 
many cases are truly wonderful. He who tries to get the 
whole truth from Swedenborg may stumble; but he that 
goes to him in true scholarly humility and with Christian 
reverence, will, I doubt not, come out greatly blessed. 
After much gross spiritualism into which I sank at my first 
contact with his doctrines, the influence of that remarkable 
man upon my thought has ever been healthful. This is 
not the place, however, to state in detail in what respect it 
was so. 

May 14.—Read Jeremiah; 2 much affected. 
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May 16.—Jeremiah affected me a great deal. 

May 27.—Much benefited by reading Jeremiah. 

My religious readings thus far had been more from 
“Christian Evidences” and such stuffs, and less from the 
Bible itself. Hence I conceived an idea that the Old 
Testament prophesies were mostly future-tellings, delivered 
unto mankind to astonish the world with “coincidences” 
when the Savior of the race did come at last. So I early 
included the books of prophets among the incomprehen¬ 
sible. I read about them, but not in them. But now with 
half curiosity and half fear, I peeped into Jeremiah, 
though the Superintendent once gave us a notice that he 
would not allow any Jeremiah upon his ground, for such 
would set the whole house to weeping in sight of all the 
miseries in the Hospital. And lo! what a book! So human, 
so understandable; so little of future-tellings in it, and so 
much of present-warnings! Without a single incident of 
miracle-working in the whole book, man Jeremiah was 
presented to me in all the strength and weakness of 
humanity. “May not all great men be called prophets?” I 
said to myself. I recounted to myself all the great men of 
my own heathen land and weighed their words and 
conducts; and I came to the conclusion that the same God 
that spoke to Jeremiah did also speak to some of my own 
countrymen, though not so audibly as to him; that He did 
not leave us entirely without Elis light and guidance, but 
loved us and watched over us these long centuries as Ele 
did the most Christian of nations. The thought was in¬ 
spiring beyond my power of expression. Patriotism that 
was quenched somewhat by accepting a faith that was 


142 


How I Became A Christian 


exotic in origin, now returned to me with hundred-fold 
more vigor and impression. I looked at the map of my 
country, and weeped and prayed over it. I compared 
Russia to Babylonia, and the Czar to Nebuchadnezzar, 1 
and my country to the helpless Judea to be saved only by 
owning the God of Righteousness. In my old English Bible 2 
I noted down such remarks like these: 

Jer. Ill, 1—5;—Who can resist this solicitation? 

Jer. IV, 1—18;—These are words of sorrows. Ah my 
country, my empire, follow thou not the footsteps of 
Judea. 

Jer. IX, 18—31;—Is not Russia of the North our 
Chaldea? 3 Etc. 

For two years from this time I read almost nothing from 
my Bible but the Prophets. The whole of my religious 
thought was changed thereby. My friends say that my 
religion is more a form of Judaism than the Christianity of 
Gospels. But it is not so. I learnt from Christ and His 
Apostles how to save my soul, but from the Prophets, how 
to save my country. 

I remained in the hospital service for nearly eight 
months, when “doubts” within me became impossible to be 
borne for any greater length of time. Relief must be sought 
somewhere. The good Doctor said I needed rest, and 
prescribed for me Apollinaris’ Water 4 for my torpid liver; 
for in his practical view, much, if not all, of so-called 
spiritual struggles could be explained by some derangement 
of digestive organs. Taking advantage of his medical 
advice, I went to New England where I had some friends 
from my native land, 5 for I thought something “lucky” 
might come out by change of locations. My heathen trust 


VII In Christendom—Among Philanthropists 143 

in “good lucks” always cropped out when I came to 
extremities. 

With a sad heart I left the Hospital and many good 
friends I made there, deeply regretting my imperfect 
services, 1 and change o fplans so soon after committing 
myself to the care of the good Doctor. Philanthropy, “love- 
man” business, I found to be not my own till my “love- 
self” propensity is totally annihilated within me. Soul-cure 
must precede body-cure, in my case at least; and Philan¬ 
thropy of itself was powerless for the former purpose. 

But be it far from me to say anything depreciatory of 
the work which “angels do envy.” It is a work nobler than 
which can be met with anywhere else in this wide universe. 
Some say mission work to the heathen is nobler. Perhaps 
so, since as the body is more than garments, so the soul is 
more than its garment, the body. But who ever separated 
the body from the soul, as we do the orange-skin from the 
pulp inside? Who ever can save the soul without reaching 
it through the body? A minister of religion working upon 
the depart-in-peace-be-ye-filled-and-warmed principle 2 is as 
far removed from heaven, as a curer of the body working 
upon the health-for-fees principle is near to heaven’s 
opposite extremities. Philanthropy is Agapanthropy, if you 
are particular about the relative meanings of the two 
Greek words for love. 3 “Medicine” said a Chinese sage, 
“is an art of love,” and as far as I know, the Christianity 
of Gospels seems to approve this saying though uttered by 
a heathen. Who then can distinguish Medicine from 
Theology? 


CHAPTER EIGHTEI 


IN CHRISTENDOM 
—NEW ENGLAND COLLEGE LIFE 


I was to see New England by all means, for my Chris¬ 
tianity came originally from New England, and she was 
responsible for all the internal struggles caused thereby. I 
had a sort of claim upon her, and so I boldly entrusted 
myself to her. I first went to Boston, and thence to a fish¬ 
ing town 1 near Cape Ann, there to acclimatize myself to 
New England blue-berries, and to Yankee modes of life and 
action. For two weeks I wrestled in prayer upon a rocky 
promontory of the Eastern Massachusetts, with the billows 
of the Atlantic to moan my wretchedness, and the granite 
quarries of the state to illustrate the hardness of my heart. 
I returned to Boston somewhat becalmed. I secluded myself 
in one of its obscure cow-traced streets about a fortnight 
more-, and then I made my way to the Connecticut valley. 2 

My object of going there was to see a man, the president 
of a well-known college, 3 of whose piety and learning I had 
previously tasted in my homeland through some of his 
writings. To us poor heathens, the idea of great intellectual 
attainments always carries with it that of imperiousness, 
and hence of unapproachableness. A man with the double¬ 
title of D. D. and LL. D. need not condescend to the 
commonalty to solve its doubts and see to its sorrows. Is 
not his mind always occupied with “Evolution,” “Conser¬ 
vation of Energy,” and such like? To expect from him 
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anything like personal help to my little soul, I thought to 
be wholly presumptuous on my part. I was told, however, 
that I could see him, and I made up my mind to see him 
and I made up my mind to see him from a distance, if I 
could do nothing else. 

Miserably clad in an old nasty suit, with no more than 
seven silver dollars in my pocket, and five volumes of 
Gibbon’s Rome in my valise, I entered the college town, 
and soon appeared in the president’s gate. A friend of 
mine had previously introduced my name to him 1 ; so he 
knew that a young savage was coming to him. I was 
introduced to his parlor, and there waited for my doom to 
be stunned by his intellectuality and Platonic majesty. 
Hush! he is coming! Prepare thy soul to stand before his 
sinless presence. He may look through thy heart at once, 
and take thee for what thou really art, and refuse to own 
thee as his pupil. The door opened, and behold the 
Meekness! A large well-built figure, the leonine eyes 
suffused with tears, the warm grasp of hands unusually 
tight, orderly words of welcome and sympathy,—why, this 
was not the form, the mind, the man I had pictured to 
myself before I saw him. I at once felt a peculiar ease in 
myself. I confided myself to his help which he most gladly 
promised. I retired, and from that time on my Christianity 
has taken an entirely new direction. 

I was given a room in the college dormitory 2 free of 
charge; and as I had neither a table, nor a chair, nor a 
bed, nor even a wash-tub, the kind president ordered the 
janitor to provide me with few such necessities. There in 
a room in the uppermost story I settled myself, firmly 
making up my mind never to move from the place till the 
Almighty should show Himself unto me. With an aim like 


146 


How I Became A Christian 


this in view, 1 was entirely insensible to the lack of my 
personal comforts. The former occupant of my room had 
the carpet removed from the floor, and the new occupant 
was not able to re-carpet it. There I found however a table 
crippled of its drawers, but as its four feet were stiff and 
strong, T made a very good use of it. There was also an 
old easy chair with one of its corners broken off, so that it 
stood really upon tripods: but with a slight equipoising of 
my body, 1 could sit and work upon it quite comfortably. 
The bedstead was of wooden frame and a good one, but it 
squeaked, and the bed-cover harbored some living speci¬ 
mens of Cimex lectualius} commonly called the bed-bug. 
I provided myself with a Yankee lamp of the simplest 
construction, and this with a small wash-vase besides con¬ 
stituted the whole of my furnitures. I had my pen and ink 
and paper, and a praying heart to fill up all the rest. 

Thus I began my New England college life. To describe 
it fully is not demanded by my American or English 
readers. I got from it all the fun and jest which every 
student carries away with him. I liked all its professors. 
Professor in German 2 was the jolliest man I ever saw. I 
read Goethe’s Faust with him, and he made it exceedingly 
interesting to me, adding not a little of his own pathos to it. 
The tragedy struck me like a thunderbolt from heaven. 
I still refer to that “World-Bible” only less frequently 
than to the Bible itself. Professor in History 3 was a genuine 
gentleman. He taught me how to be fair in judging the 
past, and with it the present as well. His lectures were 
to me a veritable course in Divinity, though he seldom 
spoke about religion, but touched mostly upon “the pro¬ 
gress of humanity.” Professor in Biblical Interpretation 4 
gave me special lessons in Old Testament History and 
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Theism. The good old Doctor looked after me with 
genuine interest, and as I was the only student in his 
class, we two had a regular debating club for three terms 
in succession. He fished out Confucianism and other good 
heathenisms that were in me, and weighed them over 
against the Scriptural standards. In Philosophy I was a 
total failure. My deductive Oriental mind was wholly 
incompatible with rigorous inductive processes of percep¬ 
tions, conceptions and all that, all of which appeared to 
me either as self-evident facts which needed no distinguish¬ 
ing, or as different names for one and the same thing, so 
treated that the philosopher might have something to do to 
kill his time. To us Orientals, who depend more upon our 
sight than upon logic for the establishment of Truth, the 
Philosophy as I was taught in my New England college is 
of comparatively little use in clearing up our doubts and 
spiritual phantasmagorias. I believe no body made a 
greater mistake than those Unitarian and other intellec¬ 
tually-minded missionaries, who thought that we Orientals 
are intellectual peoples, and hence we must be intellectually 
converted to Christianity. We are poets and not scientists, 
and the labyrinth of syllogism is not the path by which 
we arrive at the Truth. It is said of the Jews that they 
came to the knowledge of true God by “a succession of 
revelations.” So I believe all the Asiatics do. 

So I liked Geology and Mineralogy more than Philoso¬ 
phy, not only for what they really are, but as helps to 
lead me to the knowledge of Peace that passeth all 
understandings. Crystallography was to me a sermon by 
itself, and the measurement of the angles of a topaz or an 
amethyst was to me a real spiritual pastime. Then our 
Professor in these branches of our study 1 was the best of 
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mankind. He could talk on whole hours upon a single 
stone picked upon the street, while a Roger and a 
Whitmarsh and other good fellows were indulging in 
delicious naps in one corner of his lecture-room. I never 
asked my Professor how he reconciled Genesis to Geology, 
for I knew his head had no place for such things, 
stuffed as it was with rocks and minerals and fossils and 
footprints more than it could easily hold. 

But none influenced and changed me more than the 
worthy President himself. It was enough that he stood up 
in the chapel, gave out a hymn, read from the Scripture, 
and prayed. I never have “cut” my chapel-service, i.e. 
absented myself from it, even for the sole purpose of casting 
a view upon the venerable man. Pie believed in God, in 
the Bible, and in the power of prayer to accomplish all 
things. I think those innocent fellows who studied their 
Latin lessons while that holy man prayed will repent of 
their doings when they go to heaven. To me I needed 
nothing more than his clear ringing voice to prepare 
myself for the battle of the day. That God is our Father, 
who is more zealous of His love over us than we of Him; 
that His blessings are so emanant throughout the Universe 
that we need but open our hearts for His fulness to “rush 
in;” that our real mistakes lay in our very efforts to be 
pure when none but God Himself could make us pure; 
that selfishness is really hatred of self, for he that really 
loves himself should first hate himself and give himself for 
others; etc., etc.;—these and other precious lessons the 
good President taught me by his words and deeds. I 
confess Satan’s power over me began to slacken ever since 
I came in contact with that man. Gradually I was 
exorcized of my sins original and sins derived. I think after 


VIII In Christendom—New England College Life 149 

two years of my college life (for I joined the Junior class), 
I found myself in a path which pointed heavenward. Not 
that I ceased to stumble, for that I still constantly do, but 
because I now know that the Lord is merciful, and that 
Lie blotted out my sin in His Son, on whom relying I am 
not estranged from the Everlasting Love. My subsequent 
diaries will show that such was really the case. 

Soon after my settlement in the college, I was taken by 
the President to attend one of great missionary meetings. 
Indeed, nothing is more indicative of the christianness of 
Christendom than these meetings. Heathendom has no 
such things; for we care nothing about other people’s souls. 
The mere fact that ten thousand intelligent men and 
women should fill three or four spacious halls to over¬ 
flowing to hear about how they can make other nations 
taste the goodness of Gospel, is by itself impressive enough. 
Granted that many do come to see shows, and that many 
others come to be such shows, the fact remains clear that 
to these people the mission work among heathens is worth 
to be made a show; and it is doubtless the noblest and 
divinest of all religious shows. But when this Mission-show 
is partaken by the toughest and coolest of the nation’s 
heads, and men and women deadly earnest about it appear 
upon the stage, and with scars and wrinkles upon their 
foreheads, tell of their moral warfare with the Kaffirs and 
the Hottentotts, then the show ceases to be a show, and we 
too get fired by it. I advise any one of my non-Christian 
countrymen to be in one of these Mission-shows whenever 
he finds such an opportunity in Christendom; and I can 
assure him that he will not repent of doing so. The show 
is worth seeing in all respects. He may see in it the reason 


150 


How I Became A Christian 


of Christendom’s greatness, and at the same time, that of 
his country’s smallness. He may thus cease to speak loud 
about “the brutality of Christians.” I tell you, those Mis¬ 
sion-shows are inspiring. 

But the worst lot in these shows falls to some specimens 
of converted heathens who happen to be there. They are 
sure to be made good use of, as circus-men make use of 
tamed rhinoceroses. They are fetched up for shows; and 
such wonderful shows! Till but recently bowing before 
wood and stones, but now owning the same God as that of 
these white people! “O just tell us how you were con¬ 
verted,” they clamour; “but in fifteen minutes and no 
more, as we are going to hear from the great Reverend 
Doctor So-and-So about the ways and means and rationale 
of the mission.” The tamed rhinoceros is a living illustra¬ 
tion; not a blackboard illustration, but the veriest specimen 
from the veriest field. And those rhinoceroses who like to 
be seen and petted gladly obey the behest of these people, 
and in the most awkward manner, tell them how they 
ceased to be animals and began to live like men. But there 
are other rhinoceroses who do not like to be so used. They 
do not like to be robbed of their internal peace by being 
made shows to the people, all of whom cannot comprehend 
through what tortuous and painful processes were they 
made to give up the rhinoceros-life. They like to be left 
alone, and walk silently in God’s green field away from the 
sight of man. But the circus-men do not usually like such 
rhinoceroses. So they sometimes bring some wieldy speci¬ 
mens from the Indian jungles for this special purpose, 
(usually very young ones), and take them through the 
land, show them to the Sunday school children, fetch them 
upon pulpits, and make them sing rhinoceros songs, and 
get peoples interested in mission-work in that way. 
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Now I, a regenerate rhinoceros, advise the mission 
circus-men to be more considerate in this matter. On one 
hand they spoil the tamed rhinoceroses, and also induce 
the untamed ones to simulate the tamed, for that they find 
the easiest possible way of getting things good for their 
rhinoceros-flesh. On the other hand, I believe you give 
false conceptions of what the Christian mission really is to 
the people whom you like to get interested in your work in 
that way. I do not read in the Bible that Paul or Barnabas 
brought a Titus or a Timothy to Jerusalem 1 for the pur¬ 
pose of making him sing Gentile songs, and tell the 
brethren there in his queer half-incomprehensible way 
“how he cast his idols into fire and clung unto the Gospel.” 
I read how the great Apostle 2 defended the cause of 
Gentiles with all his vehemence, and told God’s people that 
they were no better than the godless Gentiles, that both 
were condemned in sins, and came short of the glory of 
God;—from all which I conclude that to Paul and Paully- 
minded people, Gentilism was nothing to make merry 
about, or even to be “pitied,” but it was a thing to be 
sympathized with, to be taken as their own state, and 
hence to be treated with all reverence and Christian graces. 
I do not value those contributions raised by making a 
Hindoo youth in his native attire sing Toplady in his own 
Paoli, 3 any more than I do money raised by showing 
tamed ourang-outangs. O do not call that a Mission-work 
that appeals to people’s Pharisaic pride, and showing them 
that they are better than heathens, urges “the Christians 
at home” to “pity them.” The best of missionaries are 
always upholders of the cause and dignity of the people to 
whom they are sent, and they are as sensitive as the 
patriotic natives themselves to expose the idolatries and 
other degradations before the so-called Christian public. 
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Indeed, there are some people who seem to imagine that 
the cause of Mission can be upheld only by picturing the 
darkness of heathens in contrast with the light of Chris¬ 
tians. So they make a diagram showing heathens by jet- 
black squares, and Protestant Christians by white squares. 
Missionary Magazines, Reviews, Heralds, all are full of the 
accounts of the wickednesses, the degradations, the gross 
superstitions of heathens, and scarcely any account of their 
nobleness, godliness, and highly Christlike characters make 
its way into their columns. Many a time in our own experi¬ 
ences, we were not a little chagrined to meet no words of 
approbation for the talks we gave in some mission gather¬ 
ings, as we touched more upon the virtuous part of our 
national character, and less upon the heathenish aspect of 
the same. They said, “If your people are so fine a set of 
people, why, there is no need of sending them mission¬ 
aries.” “My dear friend,” we often replied, “it is those 
virtuous set of people who hunger after Christianity more 
than any other class.” The fact is, if we heathens are but 
slightly better than gibbons or chimpanzees, the Christians 
may give up their mission works as total failures. It is 
because we know something about Right and Wrong, Truth 
and Falsehood, that we are readily brought to the Cross of 
Christ. I sincerely believe that the Christian mission based 
upon no higher motive than “pity for heathens” may have 
its support entirely withdrawn, without much detriment 
either to the sender or to the sent. 

March 1.—When God giveth us gifts, they are sub¬ 
stantial. Not mere speculations supported by the opinions 
of others, nor mere visions which are products of imagina¬ 
tions, but real substance which cannot be disturbed by the 
winds of the world. 
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March 8.—Very important day in my life. Never was 
the atoning power of Christ more clearly revealed to me 
than it is to-day. In the crucifixion of the Son of God lies 
the solution of all the difficulties that buffeted my mind 
thus far. Christ paying all my debts, can bring me back 
to the purity and innocence of the first man before the 
Fall. 1 Now I am God’s child, and my duty is to believe 
Jesus. For His sake, God will give me all I want. Fie will 
use me for His glory, and will save me in Heaven at 
last. *************** 

Those of you who are “Philosophically” inclined may 
read the above passage with a sort of pity, if not with dis¬ 
dain. You say, by the advent of new science into this 
world, the religion of Luther, Cromwell, and Bunyan, 2 
has now passed into a “tradition.” You say that “it stands 
against reason” that faith in a dead Savior should give a 
man life. I do not argue with you then. Perhaps a thing 
like “the responsible soul before the Almighty God” has 
never troubled you much. Your ambition may not extend 
beyond this short span of existence called Life, and your 
Almighty Judge may be that conventional thing called 
Society, whose “good enough” may give you all the peace 
you need. Yes, the crucified Savior is necessary only to him 
or her who has eternity to hope for, and the Spirit of the 
Universe to judge his or her inmost heart. To such the 
religion of Luther and Cromwell and Bunyan is not a 
tradition, but the verity of all verities. 

With all the ups and downs that followed the final 
grasping of the Crucified Son of God, I will not trouble my 
reader. Downs there were; but they were less than ups. 
The One Thing rivetted my attention, and my whole soul 
was possessed by It. I thought of it day and night. Even 
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while bringing up scuttles of coal from the basement-floor 
to the topmost story where my lodging was, I meditated 
upon Christ, the Bible, the Trinity, the Resurrection, and 
other kindred subjects. Once I laid down my two scuttles 
(I carried two to balance myself) when I reached the 
middle floor, and then and there burst into a thanks-giving 
prayer for a new explanation of the Trinity that was 
revealed to me on my way from the “coal-hill.” My 
paradise came when the vacation began, and the boys all 
went home to see their mammas, leaving me the sole 
occupant of the college-hill, to be alone with my Mamma, 
the gentle Spirit of God. The hill that rang with class-yells 
and other heathenish noises was now transformed into a 
veritable Zion. 1 Whenever Satan left me free to myself, I 
pictured to myself the dear and blessed homeland away 
beyond the seas, and spotted it with churches and Christian 
colleges, which of course had their existences in my imagi¬ 
nations only. No inspiring thought ever came to my mind 
but I reserved it as a message to my countrymen. Indeed, 
an empire and its people swallowed up all my leisure hours. 

May 26.—Much impressed by the thought that there is 
so much more good in this world than the evil. Birds, 
flowers, sun, air,—how beautiful, bright, balmy! Yet man 
is complaining all the while of the evil. The world needs 
but one thing to make it a paradise, and that is the Reli¬ 
gion of Jesus Christ. 

Am getting to be a real optimist, and this just after If 
passed a severe New England winter without a stove of 
mine to warm me, and while I was yet in uncertainty as to 
the payment of my term-bills! 
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June 3.—Studied the doctrine of Predestination, 1 and 
was strongly impressed with its import. Heart leaped with 
joy. Temptations seem to banish away, and all the noble 
qualities of my mind burn with emotions. Where is fear, 
where is the power of the tempter, if I am one of God’s 
chosen elects, predestinated for his heirship before the 
foundation of the world! 

The doctrine that once proved to be the greatest stum¬ 
bling block to me is now turned to be the corner-stone of 
my faith. And I believe this doctrine was enunciated for 
very such purposes. I believe those are pretty sure to find 
themselves among the elect who are really seriously anxious 
about their election while they are doing their best to 
please their God. The non-elect do not usually trouble 
themselves with this question. 

June 5.—O a thought which should humble every Chris¬ 
tian! What worthiness attaches to me that I should be 
one of the elects! Yet to think that I am daily committing 
sins! 

“Enviable delusion!” my Philosopher-friend will say. 
But not so enviable as you imagine, for the lot of God’s 
elect is the miserablest upon this earth, and you will surely 
decline it were it offered unto you. Die-to-self-ing day-by¬ 
day, that is the election. How do you like it, my Philoso¬ 
pher-friend? 

June 15.—Salvation of my soul is entirely unconnected 
with the conditions of my surroundings and worldly for¬ 
tunes. Even though I be “steeped” in gold, my soul would 
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remain wholly unaffected. Even though I pass through 
the severest disciplines of an ascetic, my soul would be like 
a hungry beast, and would pride itself in its devotion. 
Unless the Spirit of God touches my heart directly, there 
cannot be any conversion. What a consoling thought! I 
mourn for poverty, because my flesh suffers thereby. I fear 
prosperity, because my soul’s salvation is in danger. But 
no! salvation is of God, and no man or thing or circum¬ 
stance can take it from me. It is surer than a mountain 
itself. 

This is my version of Rom. VIII, 38, 39. 1 Be not cast 
down O Poor, for His grace is sufficient unto thee. Be not 
afraid O Rich, for He can let go a camel through the eye 
of a needle. 2 

July 31.—A terrific thunder-storm last night. I was just 
then meditating upon eternal life, and fighting against 
some of my infirmities. All at once, flashings and thunder- 
ings removed these “fleshy elements” from my heart, and 
I found myself dreaming of being struck by a thunder-bolt 
and lying in restful peace. The first time in my life when i 
I enjoyed a rattling thunder-storm. 

I disliked thunder, and I always thought my end did 
come when it rattled right above my head. In my heathen 
days, I called in the help of all my protecting gods, burnt 
incense to them, and took my refuge under a mosquito-net 
as the safest place to flee from “the wrath of heaven.” And 
oft in my Christian days as well, my faith was put to the 
severest test when “God roared” in the cloud. But now by 
the grace of God, I was thunder-proof, for fear of all sorts 


VIII In Christendom—New England College Life 157 

had departed from my heart by the revelation of the 
crucified Jesus unto me. I said in my heart, “Strike O 
Thunder, for I am safe.” 

Aug. 16.—O what joys and peace in Jesus, joys in lone¬ 
liness, joys in friendlessness, yea joys too in sinfulness. O 
my soul, cling to this precious truth, and turn thy whole 
attention to it! 

“A mere rhetorical contrast,” my critic will say. But not 
so, my friend in Syntax. We Christians do rejoice in our 
sinfulness. It was the philosopher Leibnitz 1 who said that 
nothing served to lift mankind more than its fall in Adam. 
Sin is a lever by which we mount to God through His Son, 
oftentimes to a height wholly unattainable by men and 
women of the Marcus Aurelius 2 type. 

Sept. 13.—Evening was serene and beautiful. Just when 
I was going out to my supper, thought came to me that 
devils cannot attack me when I am dead to the flesh. And 
this “death to sin” can be accomplished, not by looking 
into my sinful heart, but by looking up to Jesus crucified. 
I can be more than a conqueror through Him that loved 
me. The thought was extremely refreshing, and all the 
burdens of the day were entirely forgotten. Gratitude 
filled my heart, and I wished to commemorate the day by 
partaking the Lord’s supper. So I pressed a little juice out 
of a cluster of wild grapes, and put it in a little porcelain 
dish. Also I cut a small piece of biscuit. I placed these 
upon a cleanly-washed handkerchief, and I sat in front of 
them. After a thanksgiving and a prayer, I took the 
Lord’s body and blood with very thankful heart. Extremely 
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sanctifying. I must repeat this again and again during my 
life. 


“Sacrilegious! Playing with a holy ordinance, 55 the 
Churchism and other Popish-isms will say to this. But why 
defy the Roman Pope and his fellow priests in this matter 
of the Sacrament, and grudge to us the same mortals as 
yourselves this privilege of remembering the Lord’s death 
when we feel most to do so. If the Pope has no exclusive 
authority of sanctifying this ceremony, and his vicarship 1 
a mere figment of imagination, what authorities have you 
to support your “apostolicity 2 ? 55 I know a Japanese who 
presented himself for membership to a certain evangelical 
church as a baptized Christian, and who, when asked what 
authorized prelate baptized him, answered “Heaven. 55 The 
fact was, one summer afternoon, he was deeply convinced 
of his sin and found forgiveness in crucified Jesus. He 
thought the occasion was too solemn to let go without 
presenting himself for the Holy Baptism. But no “licensed 
minister 55 was to be found within twenty-five miles of his 
residence. Just then, however, a summer shower of the 
most refreshing sort came pouring upon his district. He 
thought the heaven itself was inviting him to the holy 
ceremony. So he rushed right into the midst of rain, and 
there in a reverential attitude had his whole body drenched 
by the “heavenly water. 55 He felt the process satisfactory 
to his conscience, and ever since confessed himself as a 
disciple of Christ before his idolatrous countrymen. I do 
not disturb other peoples in their reverence toward the 
host and golden chalices; and I do not wish myself to be 
disturbed in my preference in these matters. The pith of 
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the whole affair is He Himself, and men do differ in their 
ways of appropriating Him. Liberty in non-essentials! 

Nov. 24.—Thanksgiving 1 Recess begins. A very refresh¬ 
ing rest.—In morning as I got up, I found outside the door 
of my room a pile of ruddy palatable apples in an artistic 
triangular basket. It was a great surprise to me. Some 
kind friend must have left it there to console my lonely 
soul. O what a kindness! Remember, my Soul, such an 
experience! Often a deed of such kind, though small it 
is, touches a human heart more than gifts of hundreds of 
dollars. How I felt comforted throughout the whole day, 
knowing that there are some unknown souls who think of 
me, and take interest in me! I bowed down, and offered 
a prayer of thanks with tears of gratitude. 

Blessings upon blessing be upon that somebody who has 
not yet made his name known to me! 


Nov. 26.—Visited David Brainerd’s 2 tomb. 

Nov. 28.—Read the life of David Brainerd. As I read 
his diaries, I felt as if I was reading my own. When I came 
to the passage where he says “that which makes all my 
difficulties grievous to be borne, is that God hides his face 
from me” I could not help crying. It was, however, very 
consoling to think that I am not the only one whom God 
disciplines with goads internal and external. I yearned 
after that sweet communion in heaven with such blessed 
and tried spirits as his. 
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Dec. 4.—In morning at the President’s class, I spoke 
how I came to believe Christianity as the Truth. I honestly 
and openly told the class how I came to find the concilia¬ 
tion of “moral schism” only in Christ, and closed my 
remarks with Luther’s words, “I cannot do otherwise; God 
help me.” 1 Indeed, God helped me, and I felt throughout 
the day that I had done something honest and conscien¬ 
tious. Be instructed, O my Soul, that thou art only to be 
a “witness” of what God hath done unto thee. Thou art 
not to proclaim to the world what thy little intellect has 
framed to thyself. Trust in the Lord, and be saved through 
His righteousness. 

Our worthy President, like all true Christians, looked 
upon “heathen converts” with profound respect. (I speak 
this from my own experience.) Lie told me, how early in 
1859, when one of my countrymen, 2 a Christian, passed a 
night under his roof, he was so overtaken with the solem¬ 
nity of the fact that “the Gentiles heard the Gospel,” that 
he could not sleep all through the night. I was even afraid 
that he attached undue worth to us converted heathens, so 
much so that I had to frankly tell him once that any helps 
tendered me on account of my being a Christian must be 
declined by all means. But I was always willing to be of 
any service to him in his classes and prayer-meetings, as I 
knew he was not going to use me as a specimen of the 
tamed rhinoceros. That morning I was to confess myself, 
how without any hereditary influence, I came to embrace 
Christianity as my faith. I did so right frankly, and I felt 
the better for having done so. 

Dec. 5.—Much impressed by the thought that God’s 
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providence must be in my nation. If all good gifts are 
from Him, then some of the laudable characters of my 
countrymen must be also from on high. We must try to 
serve our God and the world with gifts and boons peculiar 
to ourselves. God does not want our national characters 
attained by the discipline of twenty centuries to be wholly 
supplanted by American and European ideas. The beauty 
of Christianity is that it can sanctify all the peculiar traits 
which God gave to each nation. A blessed and encourag¬ 
ing thought that /— too is God’s nation. 

Dec. 23.—Took much thought about the means of pay¬ 
ing my term bill. 

Some of my readers may be curious to know how I got 
my living all these days. In several ways My earnings in 
Pennsylvania, together with little story-telling with my 
awkward pen, kept me comfortable pretty nearly through 
the first year of my college existence. The good Dr. F 1 ., 
my teacher in Biblical Interpretation, once dropped one 
hundred dollars into my pocket, as from a friend of his, 
and told me “to come again” in time of need. Then I am 
ashamed to say, I showed myself a tamed rhinoceros about 
half-a-dozen times, and had something given me in that 
way, but not much. Here let it be said in honor of Chris¬ 
tian America, that a heathen convert who proposes to 
become a minister of the Gospel among his countrymen, 
usually has no difficulty about his bodily necessities, yea 
comforts, in that land. But here hypocrisy creeps in, and 
some Turks, Greeks, Armenians, Hindoos, Brazilians, 
Chinese, Japanese, who really love their bellies more than 
their God, feign themselves tamed rhinoceroses, and craftily 
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indulge in the kindheartedness of the American Christians 
in that way. And once in while the homechurches are 
cautioned by their missionaries on the field of their “pro¬ 
miscuous charity.” They are told that those converts whom 
they housed and educated while they stayed with them, 
cast their Gospel into the sea on their way home, entered 
government service or some others of Devil’s service, and 
even went so far as to malign Christendom before their 
heathen countrymen. 

But that is not the worst suspicion which a conscientious 
convert likes to avoid. He goes back to his homeland, and 
preach the Gospel he learnt in Christendom by charity . 
What say his countrymen of him and his Gospel? Why, 
they say “there is money in that Gospel,” and hoot him 
and his Gospel off. Poor Convert! he is to sacrifice the 
very Christian charity to which he is entitled by his other 
sacrifices, that he might win his kinsmen to Christ. 

Under such circumstances, independence is prudence, to 
say the least, and I made up my mind to stick to it as 
much as possible. 1 First of all, I cut down my expense to a 
minimum, and tried to get from the fresh air and God’s 
Spirit whatever nutriment and comforts that were lacking 
in my food and garnitures. For the first eighteen months 
of my college-days, things went pretty nearly as I cal¬ 
culated. But now, this my second Christmas in New 
England, I had not seen a greenback 2 or a “We Trust in 
God” 3 for a long while. I fervently prayed for veritable 
manna 4 from heaven, but it did not come. I remembered 
good Dr. F.’s words. I prayed again, made up my mind, 
and waded through snow and slashes to his home. O how 
the way appeared long to me that night, though it was not 
more than few hundred rods 5 ! Finally I came to the front 
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of his house, and gazed at the light in his study. Shall I 
enter and ask for help? For ten long minutes I stood amid 
snow, reflecting. What if my countrymen say that I lived 
by my religion? My heart failed. I could proceed no 
further. “Wait,” I said finally to myself, and once more I 
turned my lonely steps toward my room, now the only 
lighted room upon the whole college hill. I weighed two 
advantages, and found hunger preferable to misunder¬ 
standing, both by my countrymen and other countrymen, 
—for the Gospel’s sake. 

Jan. 5, 1887.—In evening, called upon Dr. F. to ask for 
some monetary help. It was indeed a firy trial. I could 
scarcely control myself. But he was very kind to me, and 
promised me to get some. 

I had put off the trial, and tried to remove it from me 
by my efforts during the Christmas recess. Indeed, neces¬ 
sity drove me to show myself a tamed rhinoceros once or 
twice in some country churches; but still there remained a 
considerable deficit. The dilemma was now for me either 
to tax American Christianity, or to remain in debt to the 
mistress of my boarding house,—she a good-hearted wom¬ 
an, recently widowed. While in this terrible dilemma, 
Providence sent me a help, not indeed in the form of the 
eatable manna as I expected, but in a thought which has 
ever since been of priceless value to me. In an old maga¬ 
zine that I took up during those drowsy hours, my eyes 
caught the following stanza, by one of America’s sweetest 
singers, Adelaide A. Proctor: 1 

“I hold him great who, for love’s sake, 

Can give with generous, earnest will; 
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Yet he who takes for love’s sweet sake 
I think I hold more generous still.” 

In the power of this song, I once more braved my way 
to the Doctor, laid my case before him, though tremblingly, 
and passed through the firy trial in that way. Few days 
after he fulfilled his promise, when I met him right in 
front of the town post office. It was near the dusk when 
one could hardly know another. The good man approached 
me, said a few kind words, thrust something into my 
pocket, and soon plodded away, leaving the world to dark¬ 
ness and to me.—Having had my bodily need supplied, I 
dived once more for the pearls of the Spiritual Truth. 

Feb. 5.—Clear, cold.—There are cold days in spiritual 
world too. I try to warm my heart, to increase my love 
toward others, to make my prayers more earnest; but such 
efforts are like coal-fires in a cold weather, and are only 
partially and temporarily effectual. But once the warm 
and genial wind of the Spirit blow, and how easy to warm 
my love, how earnest become my prayers, and how easy 
to be cheerful and satisfied! With all the efforts on our 
part, we are yet miserable sinners. There must come a 
Help supernatural to make us pure and holy. 

Those piercing New England winters were severely felt 
by me, not so much on account of their biting effects upon 
my body, for I soon got accustomed to them, but because 
of their consumptive power of my precious coal. The very 
bricks of the dormitory building had to absorb heat from 
the poor student’s stove before he got himself warmed 
thereby. But are there not some spiritual lessons too in 
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this climatic phenomenon? The cheerless room is my heart 
when left by the Spirit of God, which howmuchsoever we 
heat is still cold. That genial wind from the direction of 
the Bermudas is His Spirit, which when it blows put all 
things to thawing, and relieves the poor student from the 
fear of coal bills. 1 Blow O Heavenly Zephyr, and let 
freezings cease in my heart and elsewhere. 


April 15.—Morning Prayer: I come unto Thee, not be¬ 
cause I am clean and pure and loving. I come unto Thee 
that I may be filled by Thee, so that I can pray to Thee 
more earnestly, love the world more, and be instructed 
more in Thy words and truth. Thou requirest me to feed 
on Thee, to possess Thee, the Fountain of all goodness, 
mercy, and love. Obedience, faithfulness, purity come only 
from Thee, and I cannot produce them by the most 
strenuous efforts of mine. Thou orderest obedience to 
Thy laws, not because we are capable of so doing by 
ourselves, but that by becoming conscious of our incapa¬ 
bilities, we may come unto Thee, and possess Thee. Thou 
hast given us Law that it may take us to Thee. So O Lord, 
acknowledging my total incapacity and depravity, I come 
unto Thee to be filled with Thy life. I am unclean; I 
pray Thee to cleanse me. I have no faith; give Thou me 
faith. Thou art Goodness Itself, and without Thee I am 
all darkness. Behold my foulness, and cleanse Thou me 
from my guiltiness. Amen. 

April 23.—The Christian’s prayer is not asking for his 
desires to be fulfilled by God’s special interpositions. It is 
truly a communion with the Eternal Spirit, so that he is 
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made to pray for what He hath already in His Mind. 
All prayers offered in such an attitude will and must be 
heard. The Christian’s prayer is, therefore, a prophecy. 

This I say is a considerable improvement upon my old 
heathen idea of prayer, which I am sorry to say, is still 
held by many under the Christian dispensation. I imagined, 
and many do still imagine, that God can be so prevailed 
upon with our prayers that the very laws of Nature can be 
reversed thereby. Not so, my Soul. Conform thy will to 
His which always meaneth good, and thou shalt cease to 
wrestle in impossible prayers to stop the sun in its course, 
and get more light and pleasure therefrom. 

With reflections like these, my New England college 
days came to close. I entered it in heaviness of heart, and 
left it with triumphant gloryings in my Lord and Savior. 
Since then I studied more and learnt more, but only to 
corroborate what I learnt upon the classic hill of my col¬ 
lege. I believe I was really converted, that is turned back , 
there, some ten years after I was baptized in my homeland. 
The Lord revealed Himself to me there, especially through 
that one man,—the eagle-eyed, lion-faced, lamb-hearted 
president of my college. The Spirit within me, examples 
before me, and Nature and things around me, subjugated 
me at last. Of course the complete subjugation is the work 
of life-time; but I was righted so far as to depend no more 
upon vain efforts of mine in subjugating myself, but to 
have recourse to the Power of the Universe for that end. 
A little god of the world,—he is subjugatable only by the 
Almighty Power Itself. 

As for my intellectual gains in my college, they amounted 
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to but very little; or at least they appeared so in com¬ 
parison with what I gained in my spirit. A student whose 
mind is so much taken up with the salvation of his own 
soul, and not a little about the sustenance of his body, 
cannot be expected to make much progress in his study. 
But the college dealt with me very leniently, indeed munifi¬ 
cently. Though I entered it as a special student, and 
hence was not entitled to any organic relation with it, 
they adopted me, and gave me a place among her genuine 
sons, and the boys gave me three yells for the honor 1 thus 
conferred upon me. Thus I was made to live nobly and 
honorably, not only for my religion and country, but for 
my alma mater 2 as well. The “college-spirit,” outside of 
baseball grounds, is a noble and Christian sentiment, which 
if loyally stuck to, should alone be sufficient to keep her 
sons from demagogism, cloth-worship, man-face-fearing, 
and meannesses and unmanlinesses of very many kinds in 
this world. I understand the spirit of my college 3 to be 
noble independence, brave defiance of hollow shows of all 
kinds, patient and reverential search after Truth, orthodoxy 
in anti-head-religion sense of the term, and not polished 
Paganism, not the religion of “the greatest probability, not 
“success” in its vulgar nineteenth century sense. I am 
exceedingly thankful that I was given another such mother 
to serve and satisfy. May I live worthy of her name and 
glory 1 

I stayed during two long months of the summer vaca¬ 
tion alone in the dormitory 4 , now deserted by its turbulent 
occupants, to prepare myself for entrance to a theological 
seminary 5 in the coming Fall. The time thus spent was the 
best I have had in my life. Serene loneliness, beautiful 
natural surroundings, constant presence of God’s Spirit 
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within me, reflections upon Past and Future,—indeed the 
whole hill was beautified into a Zion, a Home of my God. 
Here is the record of one of those happy days: 

Aug. 27.—Clear, delightful day.—Calm. Often feel very 
lonely, but I rest upon my God. I asked my soul what 
shall she do if God take away my life right now. She 
answered: t; I shall rejoice even though I-Ie slay me. God’s 
will will surely be carried out even though I be destroyed. 
The consecrated soul rejoices only in the glorification of 
God, and not in its own success.” 

Sept. 12.—The last day in A 1 .—A very impressive day. 
I thought of many struggles and temptations I met here 
during the last two years. I also thought of many trium¬ 
phant victories I have gained over my sin and weakness 
by God’s help, and of many glorious revelations from 
Ilim. Indeed, my whole life has been directed toward new 
direction, in which I can now proceed with hope and 
courage. May God’s choicest blessings accompany this hal¬ 
lowed hill!—Went to see President to say good-bye. As 
usual, tears came to my eyes when I stood before that 
venerable man, and I had but very little to say, because 
I had so much to say. After giving me some advice, he 
handed me one hundred dollars to help me in my further 
career, and then dismissed me with rich blessing. Tears 
burst into my eyes, and I spoke to him some sobbing 
words. Lord knoweth how much I think of that man. 
lie did me everything, and now after receiving my educa¬ 
tion, diploma, and many other things, I go away with 
$— as a ‘‘balance,” as he said! O my Soul, be sure to 
open thy purse and heart freely to the poor and afflicted 
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when Lord will intrust thee money and grace.—When I 
returned to my room, I found three swallows straying into 
it, because the night was dark and boisterous outside. 
They flapped their wings furiously against the walls. I 
gently caught the timid creatures, and though I was afraid 
of sending them into darkness, I dared not to keep them 
in my room, because they were afraid of my presence. So 
after commending them to the merciful care of the Father 
of the Universe, I sent them away. 

The next day, I left my college-town, and came to my 
seminary. 


CHAPTER NINTH 

IN CHRISTENDOM—A DIP INTO THEOLOGY 


It was after long-continued fearful struggles that I finally 
submitted myself to become a theologue. I told you before 
that I was born in a soldier family, and soldiers with all 
practical men despise pedantries and sentimentalities of all 
kinds. And what class of men are usually more unpractical 
than priests? The wares they deal out to this busy society 
are what they call sentiments,—those uncertain no-things 
manufacturable by the worst sluggard in the world,—for 
which they get in return food, clothing, and other things 
of real and substantial worth. So we say priests live by 
charity, and we believed sword to be more honorable means 
of existence than charity. 

To be a priest is bad enough; but to be a Christian 
priest I considered to be the end of my doom. In a heathen 
country like mine, Christian ministers are supported either 
directly or indirectly by foreigners, and are to place them¬ 
selves under the jurisdiction of foreign bishops of one kind 
or the other. As no true German suffers himself to be ruled 
by an Italian or a French priest, so no true countryman of 
mine suffers himself to be shackled by a foreign influence 
of any kind. To call in an aid of economic principles, like 
Laissez faire 1 and Quid pro quo , to deliver oneself from this 
conscientious regard for national honor, we consider to be 
a baseness, and even a danger to our national independence. 
Thought is cosmopolitan, and we are glad, yea thankful, 
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to be taught by all men of all nations. But not so bread. 
The fact is, the bondage of mind is not the most dangerous 
kind of bondages; but that of stomach, is. France had 
great Frederick’s 1 mind in bondage; but it was he who 
delivered Germany from French domination. Prussia had 
Voltaire’s 2 stomach in bondage; and behold his misery and 
degradation. Cosmopolitanism in the sphere of things is 
always a vicious principle. 

Thus in my case Christian priesthood meant a bondage 
of double nature; and honor for myself and honor for my 
country had kept me from conceiving any idea whatever of 
entering into Christian ministerial service. Indeed, the first 
and greatest fear I had when I was first induced to accept 
Christianity was that they might make a priest out of me. 
And afterward when my enthusiasm in religious works 
called forth the attention of my Christian friends, and 
made them think that my probable mission in this life 
might be preaching, I rejected their suggestions with oaths 
and fistings. Professional clergymen I hated from the 
bottom of my heart, and I was perfectly wild when any of 
my friends persuaded me to become one. 

But this life-long prejudice against priesthood was greatly 
mitigated by my contact with clergymen of high and noble 
order. The worthy President of my New England college 
was a clergyman and theologian. The Methodist minister 
from whom I received baptism was a clergyman of most 
admiring character; and I always excepted him when I 
indulged in my usual denunciations of priest-class. Dr. F., 
my teacher in the Biblical Interpretation, Dr. B., our 
college-pastor, and others,— they were all clergymen, and 
were not humbugs and traders in wind. I came to see that 
clergymen are sometimes the most useful members of 
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society, that it does pay to have a good minister, that they 
are here upon this earth doing something, and many a 
time, great things. 

Was not Luther too a clergyman, though not a common 
clergyman? Was not John Knox, 1 that valiant idol- 
breaker, a clergyman and theologian? Were not some of 
the world’s greatest warriors too thoughtful students of 
Theology? John Hampden, 2 my ideal gentleman and 
Christian, though an Englishman he,—was not his heroic 
deed the result of his profound theologic convictions? 
Gaspar de Coligny, 3 —was his Theology of no account to 
him in forming his gigantic schemes for the renovation of 
his beloved France? If Theology was a plaything and a 
sorceror’s cup of the world’s greatest liars and hypocrites, 
has it not also been the employment of the world’s 
mightiest intellects, and the discipliner of the world’s 
noblest souls'? If, as its etymology indicates, Theology 4 is 
the science of God, what true sons of Adam can excuse 
themselves from the reverential study of the same? What 
science of God’s Universe is not Theology? And what 
actions of man can be right and true if not guided by the 
science of God? O my Soul, be thou a theologue then. 
Deliver it from the hand of hypocrites and spiritual 
quacks, as David did God’s Ark from the hand of the 
Philistines. 5 The science itself is the noblest of all; man 
only is vile who leaves it in the hand of “heathens.” 

The daily increasing sense of reality of spiritual experi¬ 
ences helped me to dispel all the notions of hollowness and 
non-utility which I had once attached to Theology. 
Indeed I saw the reason of my hatred of Theology. If 
spirit is real, as rice and potatoes are real, why despise 
Theology and praise Agriculture? If it is noble to grow 
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corn, and feed myself and my hungering fellowmen with 
the fruits of God’s Earth, why ignoble to learn of His Laws 
to appropriate His Spirit to our hungering souls, and be 
made nobler and manlier thereby? Agriculture that raises 
only husks and straw, and gives them out to the public as 
real wheat and rice, we despise and hoot at. That indeed 
is no Agriculture, 1 but it is Rock-Culture and Sand- 
Culture, which really feed nobody. So Theology I have 
been reviling at is No-Theology. It was Demonology, that 
gives out wind in place of spirit, rhetoric in place of sermon, 
and sound in place of music. Theology is substantial, 
eatable and drinkable,—so substantial, so nutritious that 
whosoever drinketh of the water it giveth shall not thirst, 
and whosoever eateth of the flesh it giveth shall not 
hunger. Ashamed of Theology? Yes, be thou forever 
ashamed of No-Theology, of Demonology, be it taught in 
Theological Seminaries or other institutions; but of The¬ 
ology proper, wherever taught, be thou proud. The world 
that holds in honor the names of George Peabody 2 and 
Stephen Girard, who freely gave out their perishable 
possessions for the relief of the poor and hungry, will 
continue to revere the names of Neander 3 and Julius 
Muller 4 and others of their kind, who systematized our 
religious thought, and made good-doing and God-serving 
almost a scientific possibility. “Heart is the centre of 
Theology” said the father of the Church History, 5 and he 
that has no heart, but stomach only, should stand outside 
of it. 

Thus persuaded, I made up my mind to study Theology, 
but upon one important condition; and that was that I 
should never he licensed. I said in my heart, “Lord, I 
shall study Theology if Thou compellest me not to be a 
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Reverend. Should I succeed to take in all the theologies of 
Christendom, I shall not add to my name that ponderous 
title designated by double D’s. 1 From that Thou must 
release me for this final sacrifice of mine.” Fie said Yea, 
and upon that agreement I entered a Theological Semi¬ 
nary. 

Sept. 18, Sunday.—If Theology is a science in which 
there is nothing real and practical, it is not worth study¬ 
ing. True Theology, however, is something real, yea, 
more real than any other science. Medicine alleviates 
physical sufferings of man; Jurisprudence treats of the 
civil relations of man to man; but Theology looks into the 
very cause of physical diseases and civil disorders. The 
true Theologian is naturally an idealist, but he is not a 
dreamer. The realization of his idea lies many centuries 
in future. His work is like a contributing a brick or two 
into a massive building which takes an infinite number of 
years to be completed. He puts his hand upon it, only 
believing that honest and faithful works will never be 
lost. 

Sept. 19.—Theology is too big a theme to be compre¬ 
hended by small men. When small minds find themselves 
too small for such a gigantic theme, they construct their 
own theologies fitting their own smallness, and throw 
anathemas at those who comprehend it better than they. 
O my Soul, do not contract Theology to fit thy smallness, 
but expand thyself to fit its largeness. 

Oct. 12.—Rather disgusted with works in the recitation 
rooms. We discussed upon hell and purgatory in New 
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Testament exegesis, and on equally unsubstantial subjects 
in Apologetics. Spiritless Theology is the driest and most 
worthless of all studies. To see students laughing and 
jesting while discussing serious subjects is almost shocking. 
No wonder they cannot get at the bottom of the Truth. 
It requires the utmost zeal and earnestness to draw life 
from the Rock of Ages. 1 

Nov. 3.—I am seeking for a higher type of morality 
than “must.” I am hungering after the morality that 
cometh from God’s grace. But such a morality is denied 
not only by the majority of mankind, but very little seems 
to be believed in by the students and professors of 
theological seminaries. I do not hear anything new and 
different within these sacred walls from those which I hear 
outside. Confucius and Buddha can teach me the largest 
part of what these theologues are presuming to teach to 
the heathen. 

Nov. 7.—What is this world? It is a scene of universal 
enmity and dissension. Infidelity versus Christianity, 
Roman Catholicism versus Protestantism, Unitarianism 
versus Orthodoxy,—mankind pitches its tent, one part 
against another part, one section of one part against 
another section of the same part,—each trying to benefit 
itself by the mistakes and failures of others. Not only are 
individuals not to be trusted, but mankind as a whole are 
generations of vipers, man-haters, descendants of Cain. 2 O 
my Soul, away from isms, be they Methodism or Congre¬ 
gationalism, or any other high-sounding isms. Seek the 
Truth, quit thyself like a man, cease from men, and look 
above thee. 
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Nov. 18.—Am reading Life of David Hume. My reli¬ 
gious enthusiasm is cooled down by coming in contact with 
the cool mind of this acute philosopher. But I am willing 
to test my religious experiences in rigorous scientific ways. 
I want to be intellectually certain that I am not dwelling 
in “the Fata Morgana 1 of philosophic dreamland. 5 ’ In this 
age of progress of physical science, it won’t do to get rid 
of doubters with anathemas. Religion must be objectivized, 
made “tangible” and scientifically comprehensible. Yet 
alas! I see around me the treading of the same old paths, 
each trying to excel the other how to ape the good old 
ministers who were “very much liked by their parish¬ 
ioners.” 

Dec. 5.—In every man’s life there is a sort of paradigm 
divinely appointed beforehand. His success consists in 
conforming himself to this paradigm, neither coming 
short of it, nor exceeding it. In it alone is perfect peace. 
His body and mind can be used to the best possible 
advantage when he walks in it. Lack of ambition often 
keeps him short of it, and he goes away from this world 
without accomplishing his work to the utmost of his capa¬ 
city. On the other hand, too much ambition causes him 
to overleap it; hence shattered system and premature 
death. Man’s selective power (free-will) lies in conform¬ 
ing himself to this paradigm. Once he puts himself in the 
current, then his efforts are no more spent in propelling 
him forward, but only in keeping him in the current. Take 
up, enjoy any blessing that lies in this current, but never 
go out of it to hunt after them. Dare through any obstacle 
which obstructs this current, for it cannot be an im¬ 
movable mountain, since God appointed the way. For all 
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this, trust not thyself. God hath appointed thy current; 
He also hath appointed a Captain for thee. “Hear ye 
Him'” 1 

Dec. 29.—I feel ashamed that I am still ashamed some¬ 
times before others of my studying Theology. The fact is, 
the worldly-minded cannot see the spiritual side of any 
study, and of course the idea of preaching for the sake of 
bread and butter must appear to them extremely mean. 
The real self-sacrifice of becoming a true preacher of the 
Gospel lies in the fact that the self-sacrifice does not look 
like a self-sacrifice to the mass of mankind. Yea more, it 
does look like the greatest possible meanness to them. Not 
so with practical charity and kind deeds of other sorts. 
To hide it (study of Theology) as much as possible from 
those who consider it a sacrifice, and to confess it before 
those who consider it a meanness,—ah yes, the Christian 
must go on pretty thorny path in this world. Indeed, 
narrow is the way that is allotted to the children of the 
Cross. Father, forgive my open denials of Thee before 
men, and give me more courage and confidence in my 
calling. 

But I was not to continue my study of Theology any 
further. Severe mental strains of the past three years 
unsettled my nerves, and chronic insomnia of a most fear¬ 
ful kind took hold of me. Rest, bromides, prayers proved 
ineffectual, and the only way now open for me was one 
leading toward my homeland. I was to quit Theology, and 
to go home with whatever gains I had made during my 
exile in foreign lands. 

Further recollections showed me, however, the wisdom 
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and reasonableness of such an order of Providence. Ameri¬ 
can seminaries, established expressly to train young men 
for American churches, are not the fittest places to train 
one destined for fields otherwise circumstanced than that 
country. Besides the exegetical studies of the Old and New 
Testaments, much that is taught in these seminaries may 
be dispensed with without detracting much from the use¬ 
fulness of practical workers in missionary lands. Not that 
Pastoral and Historical and Dogmatic and Systematic 
Theologies are of no moment to us, for I sincerely believe 
there is no branch of human knowledge which the Chris¬ 
tian need not know; but the question is that of compara¬ 
tive importance. Not sceptic Hume, nor analytic Baur 1 
are we to grapple with, but with the subtilities of Hindoo 
philosophies, the non-religiosities of Chinese moralists, 
together with the confused thoughts and actions of new¬ 
born nations, materialistic in their new aspirations, but 
spiritualistic in their fundamental conceptions. “Church” 
in the common acceptation of the term as used by the 
Occidental Christians is wholly unknown among my coun¬ 
trymen, and it is yet a grave question whether this institu¬ 
tion, valuable though it doubtless is in other countries, can 
be planted with any hope of stability among the people to 
whom I belong. The method of moral and religious teach¬ 
ings to which we have been accustomed during twenty 
centuries of our national existence is not that of sermoniz¬ 
ing upon texts and delivery from pulpits. With us we 
make no distinctions between moral and intellectual train¬ 
ings. School is our church , and we are expected to bring 
up our whole beings in it. Idea of specialty in religion 
sounds extremely odd, and even repulsive, to our ears. 
Priests we have, but they are essentially temple-keepers, 
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and not teachers in Truth and Eternal Verities. All our 
moral reformers were teachers, “pedagogues,” who taught 
in things of spirit while they taught in letters and science. 
“Knowledge is of worth as it enlightens ways of righteous¬ 
ness. Man applies himself to its acquisition not to become 
a professional moralist thereby.” So said Takayama Hiko- 
kuro, 1 that eccentric heathen Japanese, and it was he, 
together with many such as he, that wrought the grandest 
and noblest reform, moral, political, and otherwise, that 
that island empire has ever witnessed. 

And what about means and arts of soul-converting, 
church-member-making, and other similar business? A 
soul converted to Christianity by means and arts can be 
reconverted to heathenism also by means and arts. We in 
this materialistic century make too much out of environ¬ 
ments. Darwinism seems to have converted Christianity 
at last. Good choirs, pleasant church sociables, young 
ladies’ bazars, free lunches, Sunday-school picnics,—all such 
are now considered as important means to keep up spirit, 
and much of “Pastoral Theology” seems to be occupied 
with such business. And if polished Rhetoric is more 
coveted by young theologues than Fire,—and even that 
Fire for Rhetoric’s sake,—and if preachers’ sermons are 
talked about more from the elocutionary and dramatic 
standpoints of view than from their fire-setting and idol¬ 
breaking aspects, well might Chrysostom 2 curse his tongue 
that delivered heavenly oracles with golden resonance, and 
Augustine 3 despise Rhetoric as an art of deception. If, as 
critics tell us, St. Paul was not the handsomest of men, and 
his Greek not the purest of its kind; if Bossuet’s 4 eloquence 
and Massillon’s 5 finished style could not revert the 
onslaught of the French Revolution; if Bunyan a tinker 
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and Moody 1 a store-keeper could make as good preachers 
of Gospel Truth as their ages could wish,—then need I 
not be sorry that I was not able to finish my training in a 
theological seminary. 

I told you that I came to my seminary upon an agree¬ 
ment that I should never be licensed. Some of my good 
friends were sorry of my quitting theological study without 
having gone with it so far as to get license. With me, 
however, license was the thing I was seriously afraid of. 
And the fear that I had entertained about the bestowal of 
this new privilege upon me grew more as I observed its 
benefits talked about within the walls of my seminary. 
“One thousand dollars with parsonage,” “twenty dollars” 
sermon upon Chicago anarchy,” and similar combinations 
of such words and phrases sounded very discordantly to my 
ears. That sermons have market-values, as porks and 
tomatoes and pumpkins have, is not an Oriental idea at 
least. We Orientals are very suspicious set of people. So 
remarked John Stuart Mill, and compared us to Catholic 
Spaniards. And none we suspect more than one who has 
religion for sale. With us, religion is not usually convert¬ 
ible into cash. Indeed, more religion, less cash. Supersti¬ 
tious as we are, we cannot yet reconcile Religion with 
Political Economy. And if license seals market-values upon 
our religion, happy am I if I am not so sealed, for I thus 
escape from the temptation. 

Indeed, this matter of paid ministry is yet a much 
mooted question with us. Our heathen teachers used to 
have no stipulated pays for their services. Twice every 
year, their pupils brought to them whatever did lie in the 
power of each to bring. From ten pieces of gold to a 
bundle of parsnips or carrots, were gradations of such 
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presents, “tokens of gratitude,” as they were called. They 
had no deacons to poke them to death for church-dues and 
pew-rents, and other such things. A teacher was expected 
to remain as no-teacher till he had made enough progress 
in his spiritual disciplines as to be able to rely entirely upon 
heaven and his fellowmen for the support of his body. This 
they considered a most practical method of “natural selec¬ 
tion,” no danger thus of being imposed upon with pseudo¬ 
teachers and time-servers. 

I grant that man does not live by spirit alone, but by 
every thing that springs out of the ground as well. This is 
an argument for paid ministry, and we consider it an 
entirely fair argument. Our present-day Physiology deduces 
forces mental and forces spiritual from pieces of bread and 
mutton; and why not upon the principle of “Transmutabi¬ 
lity of Energy” exchange spirit for mutton? Starvation 
of our bodies is no less a sin than that of our souls. 
Divine laws of health require that head-working and heart¬ 
taxing ministers of Gospel be properly and nicely fed and 
clothed. 

The poor exacting Orientals cannot, however, see into 
this simple scientific argument. They do believe that man 
does not live by bread alone 1 ; that spirit somehow is a 
bodily food as well, and that mutton-chops and chicken- 
pies can be dispensed with by those who live with the 
plenitude of heavenly spirit in them. Hence “unkind” 
criticism upon the ways of missionaries’ living. Of course 
these missionaries do not live in “palatial styles,” as some¬ 
times reported by the enemies of Mission. They only live 
as they live in their own lands. But to the people among 
whom they are sent, they do appear to live palatially. You 
know wealth and comforts are only comparative terms, and 
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a lounge is a luxury to one who rolls upon a strawmat. 
Herein comes, therefore, one barrier through which mis¬ 
sionaries 5 zeal had to work pretty hard, in order to reach 
the perishing heathens with the glad tidings of salvation. 

And once in while come some “blessed 55 missionaries, 
who, looking into this idiosyncracy of heathens, comport 
themselves accordingly. They strip off their white neckties, 
have their heads pig-tailed, deny themselves of pies and 
other home-delicacies, learn to bend their legs upon straw- 
mats, and in all ways and diverse manners, go into their 
earnest business of winning souls to Jesus. To such we 
heathens bear with gladness. They help us wonderfully in 
coming to Light and Truth, and we bless them and Him 
that sent them for the good they do unto us. Such a 
missionary was one Mr. Crossett 1 , a Presbyterian missionary 
to China. He became a Chinaman himself, and that not 
a Mandarin kind of Chinamen. Finally his “eccentricity 55 
deprived him of home-support; but he had heathens them¬ 
selves to help his works on. He started poor-houses in 
Pekin, supported by heathen Pekinese merchants. He 
travelled in steerage with average Chinamen. While thus 
on his mission over the Yellow Sea, the call to his high 
home came to him. The remonstrance of the ship’s captain 
to him to come to his cabin and there lie in comfort was 
gently declined, as he would like to die among the people 
to whom he was sent. They forced him to the cabin, and 
there he expired, commending all around him to his God 
and Savior. The news of his death reached his homeland. 
Pveligious papers passed it over without much comment 
upon it. Yea more. Cases were cited tacitly proving that 
his sacrifice was a foolish sacrifice, that good can be done 
in the first class cabin, with white neckties on. Yet Pekinese 
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and Tientsinese and other pigtailed gentlemen do not for¬ 
get his service. They gave him the name of “Christian 
Buddha/’—so hallowed was his presence among them. 
Of his religion perhaps very few of them benefited them¬ 
selves; but of him all had to learn something about divine 
sorrow and love. 

A fortunate missionary he! Perhaps not everybody can 
imitate him. Perhaps his stomach was that of an ostrich, 
that could digest Chinamen’s food without dyspeptic effects 
upon him. I say he was fortunate, because such as he need 
not complain of “the difficulty of the station.” We will not 
try to ape him, because aping is hypocrisy, and no good 
comes out of it. Pig-tailing and steeraging are not the 
essence of the matter, of course; but his spirit is, which we 
will not despise as an “eccentricity.” We will pray to be 
made like him, if any of us are ever ambitious to be 
successful missionaries among heathens. 

But this adaptability to all surroundings is not to be 
acquired by seminary trainings. Such trainings do indeed 
adapt us to wrong surroundings, from which it is extremely 
difficult to unadapt ourselves. Many a case do I know of 
my own countrymen, who have adapted themselves to 
Occidental ways of life and thought during such trainings, 
and come home as a stranger to re-adapt himself to his 
former surroundings with the utmost difficulty. Boiled rice 
and smashed beans do not now afford him all the nutriment 
his newly-adapted system requires, and sittings upon hard 
straw-mats cause synovitis and other troubles of his lower 
limbs. Plis throat suffers, because native churches have no 
steam-heaters to take off chill from the air, and his head 
rings, because the ventilation is poor. The least he needs 
is greatest in the eyes of his people. He loses flesh, and with 
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flesh, spirit. Preaching becomes unbearable. To some other 
occupations he betakes himself, and others hardier than he 
takes his place. Struggle for existence is too much for him. 
—Then his thought: how incompatible it too has become 
with that of his countrymen! He denounces Hume-ism and 
Theodore-Parker-ism; but Plume and Parker have had no 
existences in the minds of the people to whom he is 
preaching. The downfall of the Roman Empire and the 
persecutions of Bloody Mary 1 sound as “wind to the horse’s 
ear,” as we term all incomprehensibilities. Pie proves 
Biblical truths by the Bible; but the Bible is no more to 
these people than some sooty parchments of idle antiquar¬ 
ians. Plis sermons fly over their heads and vanish into the 
air. Pie is disappointed with his hearers, and his hearers 
with him. Dissastifaction, grumbling, resignation, separa¬ 
tion. Should we make princes to send to beggars? * * 

******** 

But these are only the negative aspects of seminary life, 
which I called forth to my reflections to console myself in 
the misfortune of the hour . 2 The positive benefits of 
theological trainings need not be counted here in detail. 
If a seminary cannot make a prophet,—for the prophet 
like the poet is born ,—it is the very best place for him to 
grow and develop. If it is not an abode of angels,—for 
such is nowhere to be found in this nether world,—it is a 
purer and holier association than any under heaven. The 
very fact that its defects stand out in stronger reliefs than 
those of any other institutions, proves the light shining 
therein to be brighter and more searching. Poor theologues, 
they stand in the greatest disadvantage in their attitude 
toward this criticism-loving generation. The world expects 
from them what it can expect only from angels; it throws 
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stones at them, while it is guilty of the very same sins it 
condemns in them. Mammonism it openly and Political- 
Economically follows, it reviles in the ministers of Gospel. 
Let Christian ministers, missionaries, repent in ashes and 
sack-clothes toward their Almighty God and Savior; but 
toward men such as they, they as a class need not feel 
ashamed. We of the King’s household make so much of 
failings which in the outsider’s estimate need not worth a 
moment’s reflection. Let not the commotions in Zion be 
construed by them as similar in nature to howlings and 
gnashings of teeth in their own Mammondom. 

I left my seminary to retrace my steps toward my home¬ 
land. 


CHAPTER TENTH 


THE NET IMPRESSIONS OF CHRISTENDOM 
—RETURN HOME 


Now that my disciplines in Christendom came to end, 
my readers would like to know what I think of it after all. 
Did I retain to the last the impressions I received on my 
first landing upon it? Is Christendom after all better than 
Heathendom? Is Christianity worth introducing to my 
country; or is there raison d'etre of Christian mission? 

First let me frankly confess that I was not entirely taken 
up by Christendom. Three-and-a-half years’ stay in it, with 
the best of hospitality it gave me, and the closest of friend¬ 
ships 1 I formed in it, did not entirely naturalize me to it. 
I remained a stranger throughout, and I never had exerted 
myself to be otherwise. Not as Tierra-del-Fuegians 2 in a 
civilized country yearn after their former roamings over 
the foamy cliffs under the Southern Cross, or as latinized 
Indians seek for re-companionship with buffaloes in their 
native prairies, but with aims higher and nobler I yearned 
after my homeland with <c Home-Sweet-Home ” 3 yearnings 
till the very last of my stay in Christendom. Never have I 
entertained any wish whatever of becoming an American 
or an Englishman; but I rather reckoned my heathen 
relationship a special privilege of my own, and thanked 
God once and again for having brought me out into this 
world as a “heathen,” and not as a Christian. 

For there are several advantages to be born a heathen. 
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Heathenism I consider as an undeveloped stage of human¬ 
ity, developable into a higher and perfecter stage than that 
attained by any form of Christianity. There are perennial 
hopes in heathen nations still untouched by Christianity; 
hopes as of the youth venturing for life grander than that 
of all his predecessors. And though my nation is more than 
two thousand years old in History, it is yet a child in Christ, 
and all the hopes and possibilities of future lie shrouded in 
its rapidly developing days. Thrice thankful am I that I 
can witness many of such days.—Then I could feel the 
power of the New Truth more. What to the “born Chris¬ 
tians” sounded as time-worn commonplaces, were to me 
new revelations, and called forth from me all the praises 
sung perhaps by our first parents , 1 when, 

“ ‘neath a curtain of translucent dew, 

Bathed in the rays of the great setting flame, 
Hesperus, with the host of heaven, came, 

And lo! creation widened in man’s view .” 2 
In me could I witness the changes and progress of the 
eighteen Christian centuries, and when I came out of all 
my strifes, I found myself a sympathetic man, acquainted 
as I was with all the stages of spiritual development from 
idol-worship up to soul’s emancipation in the Crucified Son 
of God. Such visions and experiences are not vauchsafed 
to all of God’s children, and we who are called in the 
eleventh hour 3 have at least this privilege to make up all 
the loss of having remained in darkness so long. 

In forming any right estimate of Christendom, it is 
essential for us first of all to make a rigid distinction be¬ 
tween Christianity pure and simple, and Christianity 
garnished and dogmatized by its professors. I believe no 
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sane man of this generation dare speak ill of Christianity 
itself. After reading all the skeptic literatures that had 
come to my hand, I came to the conclusion that Jesus of 
Nazareth remains untouched after all the furious attacks 
made upon those who are called by His name. If Chris¬ 
tianity is what I now believe it to be, it is as firm and fixed 
as the Himalaya itself. He that attacks it does so to his 
own disadvantage. Who but fools dare rush at rocks? 
Some indeed rush at what they imagine to be Christianity, 
which in fact is no Christianity, but superstructures over 
the same, built by some faithless believers, who, thinking 
that the Rock by itself cannot stand all the wear and tear 
of Time, shed it over with shrines, cathedrals, churches, 
doctrines, Thirty Nine Articles , 1 and other structures of 
combustible nature; and some fools of this world, knowing 
that such are combustible, set fire to them, and rejoice over 
their conflagration, and think that the Rock itself has also 
vanished in the flame. Behold the Rock is there, “towering 
o’er the wrecks of Time .” 2 

But what is Christianity? Certainly it is not the Bible 
itself, though much of it, and perhaps the essence of it, is 
contained in it. Neither can it be any set of dogmas framed 
by men to meet the exigencies of a time. Really we know 
more of what it is not than what it is. 

We say Christianity is Truth. But that is defining an 
undefinable by another undefinable. “What is Truth?” is 
asked by the Roman Pilate 3 and other unveracious men. 
Truth like Life is hardest, yea impossible, to be defined; 
and this mechanical century has begun to doubt both 
because of their undefinability. Bichat , 4 Treviranus , 5 Bec- 
lard , 6 Huxley, Spencer, Haeckel , 7 each has his own defini¬ 
tion of Life; but all unsatisfactory. “Organization in 
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action,” says one; “the sum total of the forces which resist 
death,” says another. But we know it is more. The true 
knowledge of Life comes only by living it. Scalpel and 
Microscope show only the mechanism of it.—So Truth. 
We come to know it only by keeping it. Logic-chopping, 
hair-splitting, and wire-drawing only make it less true. 
Truth is there, unmistakable, majestic; and we have but 
to go there from ourselves, and not call it to us. The very 
attempt to define Truth shows our own stupidity, for what 
but the Infinite Universe can de-fine or limit Truth. So 
we shall give up the definition of Truth, if for the mere 
purpose of hiding our own stupidity. 

So I came to see that the undefinability of Christianity is 
not an evidence of its non-existence, much less of its 
humbugness. The very fact that it grows more to me the 
more I conform myself to its teachings, shows its close rela¬ 
tionship with the Infinite Truth itself. I know it is not a 
thing wholly unrelated to other religions. It is one of “ten 
great religions,” and we will not, like some, depreciate all 
others to make it appear as the only religion that is worth 
having. But to me it is more, very much more, than any 
religion that I am acquainted with. At least it is perfecter 
than the religion in which I was brought up, and now 
after sifting all that has been lectured upon “Comparative 
Religion ,” 1 I can yet think of nothing perfecter than it. 

“But no more panegyrics,” you say. “Tell us in what 
respect it is perfecter than your heathenism.” 

Heathenism, like much of what passes for Christianity in 
Christendom, teaches morality, and inculcates upon us the 
keeping of the same. It shows us the way, and commands 
us to walk therein. No more and no less. As for Jugger¬ 
naut, infant-sacrifice, and so-forth, let us eliminate them 
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from our account of heathenism, for they are not it, as 
mammon-worship, and infant-killing by other methods 
than that of throwing them to gavials, and other horrors 
and superstitions of Christendom are not Christianity. 
Therein let us be fair and forgiving in judging others. We 
will meet our enemy in his best and strongest. 

I do not hesitate to say that Christianity does the 
same; i.e. show us the way to walk in. Indeed, it does so 
more clearly and unmistakably than any other religion. 
In it there is no will-of-the-wisp-ness of the guiding light 
that I often meet with in other faiths. Indeed, one pro¬ 
minent feature of Christianity is this sharpness of distinc¬ 
tion between Light and Darkness, Life and Death. But let 
any fair judge compare the Ten Commandments of Moses 
with those of Buddha, and he will see at once that the 
difference is not that of day from night. The Rectitude of 
Life as taught by Buddha, Confucius, and other “heathen” 
teachers, is something, which if carefully studied by Chris¬ 
tians, will make them ashamed of their former self- 
satisfaction. Do but make the Chinese and the Japanese 
keep the commandments of their own Confucius, and you 
make fairer Christendoms out of these two nations than 
any you have in Europe or America. The best of Christian 
converts has never given up the essence of Buddhism or 
Confucianism. We welcome Christianity, because it helps 
us to become more like our own ideals. Only zealots, 
“revivalists,” pleasers of some show-loving missionaries, 
indulge in the auto-da-fe 1 of the objects of their former 
worship. “I came to fulfill , and not to destroy ,” 2 said the 
Founder of Christianity. 

Christianity is more and higher than Heathenism in that 
it makes us keep the law. It is Heathenism plus Life. By 
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it alone the law-keeping becomes a possibility. It is the 
Spirit of the Law. It of all religions works from inside. 
It is what Heathenism has been searching and groping 
after with much weeping. It not only shows us the Good, 
but it makes us good, by taking us right at once to the 
Eternal Goodness Himself. It provides us not only with the 
Way, but with the Life as well; with the Rail as well as 
with the Engine. I am yet to be taught by “Comparative 
Religion” of some other religion that does likewise.* 

With the “Philosophy of the Plan of Salvation” let 
Philosophical Wisdom concern itself to its heart’s content. 
The fact of salvation is there, and Philosophy or No-Philos- 
ophy cannot unmake facts. The human experience has yet 
known of none other name under heaven given among 
men, whereby we must be saved. Of moral science we 
have more than enough. That any Ph. D. can tell us, if 
we but pay big fees to him. We know we must not steal, 
without a doctor to teach us. But oh not to steal, in the 
manifold and spiritual sense of stealing! “Look at me, 
and be ye saved. 1 ” “As Moses lifted up the serpent in the 
wilderness, even so must the Son of Man be lifted up: that 
whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have 
eternal life. 2 ” In this looking at Him is our salvation, 


* The Right Honourable William Ewart Gladstone’s definition 
of Christianity is this: 

“Christianity in the established Christian sense, is the presenta¬ 
tion to us, not of abstract dogmas for acceptance, but of a living 
and a Divine Person, to whom we are to be united by a vital in¬ 
corporation. It is the reunion to God of a nature severed from 
God by sin, and the process is one, not of teaching lessons, but 
of imparting a new life, with its ordained equipment of gifts and 
powers.”—From Criticism on Robert Elsmere. 
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whatever be the philosophy of it. The nineteen Christian 
centuries teach me so, and my little soul too can testify 
(God be thanked) that it is so. 

This then is Christianity. It is at least so to me. Deliver¬ 
ance from sin by the atoning grace of the Son of God. It 
may be more, but it cannot be less. This the essence of 
Christianity then; and popes and bishops and reverends 
and other adjuncts, useful and otherwise, are not the 
necessary parts of it. As such it is worth having above all 
other things. No true man can get along without it, and 
Peace cannot be his without it. 

Webster 1 defines Christendom as “that portion of the 
world in which Christianity prevails, or which is governed 
under Christian institutions, in distinction from heathen or 
Mohammedan lands.” He does not say it is a land of 
perfected angels. It is where Christianity prevails, or is 
looked up to by the majority of the people as the guide of 
their lives. Two elements, Belief and Believers, determine 
the practical morality of any nation. Fierce Saxons, pirat¬ 
ical Scandinavians, pleasure-loving French, trying to man¬ 
age themselves in this world by the tenets of the Divine 
Man of Nazareth, 2 —that is what we witness in Chris¬ 
tendom. Lay no blame then upon Christianity for their 
untowardness; but rather praise it for its subduing power 
over tigers such as they. 

What if these people had no Christianity? What if no 
Pope Leos 3 are with them to curb their depredations, and 
turn them over to Justice and Forgiveness? Buddhism 
and Confucianism will be to them as Apollinaris’ Water 
be to chronic dyspepsia,—inertness, insipidity, the return 
of animalism, eternal destruction. It is only by the Church 
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Militant arrayed against the huge monstrosities of mam- 
monism, rum-traffic, Louisiana lottery, and other enormi¬ 
ties, that Christendom is kept from precipitating into 
immediate ruin and death. A son of a Presbyterian minis¬ 
ter, by the name of Robert Ingersoll, 1 said that it would 
be better for his country to turn all of its churches into 
theatres. He said so because he was sure that his country 
would never follow his advice. Say whatever we may of 
the “beastliness 55 of Christendom; does not its very disease 
testify to the vitality of the Life that keeps it alive? 

Then observe this optic phenomenon of the greatest 
darkness with the greatest light. The shadow is the deeper, 
the brighter the light that casts it. One characteristics of 
Truth is that it makes the bad worse and the good better. 
It is useless to ask why this is so. “For whosoever hath, to 
him shall be given, and he shall have more abundance: 
but whosoever hath not, from him shall be taken away 

even that he hath; 2 —in morals as in economics. The 

same sun that melts wax hardens clay. If Christianity is 

light unto all men, it is not to be wondered at that it 

develops badness as well as goodness. We may reasonably 
expect therefore the worst badness in Christendom. 

It is said that the state of New York with a population 
of 5,000,000 produces more murderers than Japan with 
40,000,000 souls. General Grant’s 3 observation in the latter 
country was that the number and state of its poor were 
nothing compared with what he saw in his own United 
States. London is proverbial for the magnitude of its 
pauperism, and Christendom generally for its gambling and 
drinking habits. Some of the alcoholic liquors that can 
satisfy the appetite of these people are strong enough to 
upset the heads of our drunkards, if taken in any consider- 
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able quantity. Scenes in those backstreets of some of the 
largest cities of Christendom, which no decent men dare 
even to look into, can be described with no milder words 
than the vilest in any language. Shameless gamblings, 
open-day piracies, cool-blooded sacrifice of fellowmen for 
one’s own aggrandizement, are being conducted there on 
gigantic, business-like scales. You who look with pity upon 
heathens, and glory in the blessedness of your Christian 
civilization, read with fair open eyes the following that 
came to my ears from one of your own philanthropists: 

In the suburb of the capital city of one of the most 
Christian of Christian countries, lived in silence an old 
couple, in apparent enjoyment of the good things of this 
world. The cause of their well-being remained a secret to 
themselves alone. One thing peculiar, however. They had 
a stove which to all outward appearances was altogether too 
large for their cooking purposes; and the chimney-pipe 
smoked late in the stillness of night, when no man eats, but 
all go to sleep. The quaint little house-hold called forth the 
attention of a heroic woman of the city, who to her keen 
womanly instinct combined a tact of the most practical kind 
when in pursuit of the dark things of the world. She in¬ 
vestigated the case carefully, quietly. Evidences upon evi¬ 
dences were secured, and further skepticism became impos¬ 
sible. One dark night, she with proper authorities breaks 
into the house. The stove is the object of suspicion. They 
open it, and what do you think they find it there? Embers 
of anthracites to cheer the old age? No. The horror of 
horrors! Human-looking things there! Supple babies be¬ 
ing baked! The price of baking, two dollars a piece! 
Engaged in this business for twenty years unmolested! and 
made quite a fortune out of it, too! For what purpose this 
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horror? To cover and annihilate the shame that called the 
unlucky babies into being! The city too full of illegiti¬ 
macies; hence the prosperity of the old couple’s trade! 
And my narrator continued, “I do not wonder if some of 
those poor things owed their advent to this world to... . 
.” (disgrace upon disgrace)! 

Moloch-worship 1 in Christendom as well! No need of 
scoring through Indian mythologies to create in one’s 
imagination the horrors of Juggernaut. The heathen Am¬ 
monites sacrificed their infants with distinct religious pur¬ 
poses; but these night-hags, with no higher aim than those 
“two dollars a piece.” Assuredly you have “heathens at 
your door.” “Christendom is a beastly land,” So report 
some of my countrymen who have travelled abroad, and 
saw only its dark half. True, they are unfair; but as far 
as the said beastliness goes, the impressions they have 
received are correct. Heathendom cannot compete with 
Christendom in its beastliness as well. 

But if Christendom’s bad is so bad, how good is its 
good! Seek through the length and breadth of Heathen¬ 
dom, and see whether you can find one John Howard to 
ornament its history of humanity. My father, who, as I 
told you in my first chapter, is a deep Confucian scholar, 
and whose admiration for the ancients of China is very 
strong, has told me once and again, that from what he 
knows of George Washington, Yao and Shun, 2 upon whom 
Confucius spent all his stock of eulogies, were nothing 
compared with this liberator of America; and I, with 
more knowledge of Washington than my father, can 
endorse his “historic criticism” in full. Such combinations 
of heroism and tenderness of heart, of ability and disinter¬ 
estedness of purpose, of common-sense and enthusiasm in 
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his religious conviction, as were those of Oliver Cromwell, 
cannot be imagined of existence under non-Christian 
dispensation. We have heard of our magnates hoarding 
millions, and spending them upon temples, or feeding the 
poor for their own “future’s sake;” but a George Peabody 
or a Stephen Girard, who hoarded for the sake of giving, 
and took delight in giving, is not a phenomenon observable 
among heathens. And not these select few only, but widely 
distributed throughout Christendom, though necessarily 
hidden from view, are to be found what might be specially 
named good men ,—souls who love goodness for its own 
sake, and are bent toward doing good, as mankind in 
general is bent toward doing evil. How these souls, charily 
keeping themselves from the view of the public, are striv¬ 
ing to make this world any bit better by their efforts and 
prayers; how they often shed tears for the wretchedness of 
the state of the people of whom they read only in news¬ 
papers; how they lay upon their hearts the welfare of the 
whole mankind; and how willing they are to take part in 
the work of ameliorating human misery and ignorance;— 
these I saw and witnessed with my own eyes, and can 
testify to the genuine spirit that underlies them all. These 
silent men are they, who in their country’s peril are the 
first to lay down their lives in its service; who, when told 
of a new mission enterprise in a heathen land, will deliver 
their railroad fares to the missionary who undertakes it, 
and return home tramping on their own feet, and praise 
God for their having done so; who in their big tearful 
hearts, understand all the mysteries of Divine Mercy, and 
hence are merciful toward all around them. No fierceness 
and blind zeal with these men, but gentleness, and cool 
calculation in doing good. Indeed, I can say with all 
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truthfulness that I saw good men only in Christendom. 
Brave men, honest men, righteous men are not wanting in 
Heathendom, but I doubt whether good men ,—by that I 
mean those men summed up in that one English word 
which has no equivalent in any other language: Gentle¬ 
man ,— I doubt whether such is possible without the 
religion of Jesus Christ to mould us. “The Christian, God 
Almighty’s gentleman,”—he is a unique figure in this 
world, undescribably beautiful, noble, and lovable. 

And not only are there such good men in Christiendom, 
but their power over bad men is immense, considering the 
comparative scarcity of good men even in Christendom. 
This is another feature of Christendom, that goodness is 
more possible and more powerful there than in Heathen¬ 
dom. One Lloyd Garrison “friendless and unseen,” and 
the freedom of a race began with him. One John B. 
Gough, 1 and the huge intemperance begins to totter. 
Minority does not mean defeat with these people, though 
their Constitution seems to imply to that effect. They are 
too sure of their righteous cause, and too sure of the 
national conscience, they feel sure to win over the nation 
to them. Rich men they fear and honor and admire, but 
good men, more. They are more proud of the goodness of 
Washington than of his bravery; of Phillips Brooks than 
of Jay Gould. 2 (Indeed, very many of them are really 
ashamed of the latter.) Righteousness with them is a 
power; and an ounce of righteousness goes against a pound 
of wealth, and often outweighs it. 

Then their national conscience ,—by that I mean the 
sum total of the people’s conscience as a nation,—how 
infinitely higher and purer than their average conscience! 
What as individuals they freely indulge in, they as a nation 
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strongly protest against. I have heard it stated that many a 
blasphemer died a Christian death on the battlefields of 
the late Civil War in America; and I do not doubt the 
statement. The battle was one of principles, and not of 
honor and filthy lucre. They marched with a Christian 
aim in view: the liberation of an inferior race. Never in 
History has a nation gone into war with such an altruistic 
end in view. None but a Christian nation can go to such 
a war. Yet all were not Christians who went to this war. 
—Observe, too, how scrupulous these people are about the 
moral perfection of the men whom they choose as their 
Presidents. The men must not merely be able men, but 
moral men as well. No Richelieus 1 or Mazarins 2 can be 
their Presidents. Woe to that poor candidate, who in 
other respects is the fittest to rule: but a stain or two that 
mar his character has made him a failure. Morality does 
not usually count with statesmanship in Pleathendom.— 
Why do they pursue the Mormons 3 with so much rigor? 
Are not concubinage and polygamy of an “occult kind” 
actually practiced among these people? A strange incon¬ 
sistency, you say. Strange, but to be admired. As a nation 
they cannot allow polygamy. Let those who practice it, do 
it secretly. The national conscience is not yet sharp enough 
to look after secrecies of this sort. But polygamy as an 
institution, under the sufference and protection of the 
nation’s laws, that neither Christians nor infidels will wink 
at. The Mormons must submit; else Utah shall not add 
one more star to the banner already spangled with so 
many bright and honorable stars. 4 

The same national conscience that fosters all noble and 
worthy sentiments, keeps at bay all that are ignoble and 
unworthy. Broad daylight is denied to hags of all kinds. 
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Such must put on garments of righteousness when they 
appear among the people; else they will be “lynched” by 
the very hags like themselves, and handed over to Oblivion 
and his angels. Mammons walk by the laws of righteous¬ 
ness. Honesty is believed to be the best policy, in politics 
as well as in other money-getting business. A man kisses his 
wife in society, whom he beats in his home. Gambling- 
houses go by the name of billiard rooms, and even the 
fallen angels by the title of “ladies.” Saloons are all 
screened from outside views, and men drink in darkness, 
in evident shame of their evil habit. All very productive 
of the hypocrisies of the worst sort, you say. But does 
Virtue mean the licence of evils? I think not. 

So then, this differencing of good from evil, of sky- 
loving larks from cave-dwelling bats, of sheep on the right 
hand from goats on the left,—this I consider to be a 
Christian state, the foretaste of that into which we are all 
going, the complete separation of the good from the bad. 
This Earth, though beautiful, was not originally meant as 
an angel-land. It was meant as a school to prepare us for 
some other places. This educational value of the Earth 
must not be lost sight of in our poor attempts to make it 
what it should be. Utilitarianism, Sentimental Christianity, 
and other shallow things, that, like the ancient Greeks, 
think this world to be gods 5 home, will stumble at Crom¬ 
wells and other no-sweet prophets, because they cannot 
make all happy. In too many cases, “the greatest happi¬ 
ness to the greatest number” means just the reverse of a 
righteous and just government. I suppose nowhere under 
heaven are more “universal satisfactions” found than in 
African jungles upon the Congo or the Zambesi. That 
state is the best in which the best discipline of soul is 
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possible, and hence the original aim of the creation of this 
Earth is best realized. When this is done, we all may quit 
this earth, and go, some of us to eternal bliss, and others to 
eternal no-bliss, and the Earth itself to its orignal elements, 
as a thing that has finished its business. 

One more feature of Christendom before I cease to speak 
good things about it. There is one doctrine in Christianity 
upon which the recent Biology makes much after-dinner 
speeches:—I mean Resurrection. Let Renan 1 and his 
disciples make whatever they please out of this doctrine; 
but the practical significance of this unique doctrine can¬ 
not be overlooked by “historical schools” 2 of any turn of 
mind. Why is it that heathens in general go into decay so 
soon, but Christians in general know no decay whatever, 
but hope even in Death itself? Octogenarians still schem¬ 
ing for future as if they were still in twenties are objects of 
almost miraculous wonders with us heathens. We count 
men above forty among the old age, while in Christendom 
no man below fifty is considered to be fit for a position of 
any great responsibility. We think of rest and retirement 
as soon as our children come to age; and backed by the 
teaching of filial piety, we are entitled to lazy idleness, to 
be cared and caressed by the young generation. Judson 3 
a missionary, after hardships of his life-time, exclaims he 
wants to live and work more, as he has eternity to rest. 
Victor Hugo 4 in his eighty-four can say: “I improve 
every hour because I love this world as my fatherland. 
My work is only beginning. My monument is hardly above 
its foundation. I would be glad to see it mounting and 
mounting forever.” Compare these with a Chinese poet 
Tao-Yuen-Ming 5 who sought the solace of his old age in 
cups of liquor, or many of my own countrymen excusing 
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themselves from the busy world as soon as grayness appears 
upon their heads. The godless Physiology attributes all 
this to difference in diet, climate, and so forth; but the 
very fact that we too with our rice and monsoon can be 
other than what we used to be, calls for some other 
explanation than physiological. 

I attribute the progressiveness of Christendom to its 
Christianity. Faith, Hope, and Charity, the three Life- 
angels that defy and shun Death and his angels, have 
worked upon it for the past nineteen hundred years, and 
have made it as we have it now. 

“Life mocks the idle hate 
Of his arch-enemy Death,—yea sits himself 
Upon the tyrant’s throne, the sepulchre, 

And of the triumphs of his ghostly foe 
Makes his own nourishment.”—Bryant. 1 
Enormous yet though their sins are, these people have the 
power to overcome them. They have yet no sorrows which 
they think they cannot heal. Is not Christianity worth 
having if but for this power alone? 

The raison d'etre of Christian mission? I think I have 
stated it already. It is the raison d'etre of Christianity it¬ 
self. Said David Livingstone: 2 “The spirit of missions is 
the spirit of our Master; the very genius of His religion. 
A diffusive philanthropy is Christianity itself. It requires 
perpetual propagation to attest its genuineness.” Once it 
ceases to propagate, it ceases to live. Have you ever 
thought why it is that God leaves so large a part of human 
race still in darkness of heathenism? I think it is that your 
Christianity may live and grow by your efforts to diminish 
the darkness. One hundred and thirty-four millions of 
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heathens yet! Thank God, there are still so many, for we 
need not like Alexander weep for the lack of the world to 
be conquered. Suppose God tells you to stay at home, and 
keep your purse-strings tight, and your hearts closed toward 
heathens. Think you you will thank Him for relieving you 
from useless obligations? If Christian mission is an obliga¬ 
tion to you, for which you must have God’s further bless¬ 
ings to reward you, and heathens’ gratitude to keep your 
hearts warm, I believe you better cease to take any part in 
it, as neither God nor heathens get any good from you. 
“Woe is me if I preach not the Gospel.” 1 That was 
Apostle Paul. I believe, to him the greatest trial was not 
to be a missionary. With an expansive life in him, could 
he refrain himself from expanding into universal charity, 
which is Christian mission? I believe we better confess 
right honestly that we have no Christianity to speak of, 
than to grumble at “the difficulties of the station,” the 
insolence of heathens,” and other cowardly things. 

But why send missionaries to heathens when you have 
heathens enough in your own land? 

You know this world is a unit, and the human race is 
one great family. This is what I read in my Christian 
Bible, though Patriotisms, Christian and otherwise, seem 
to deny this. You cannot make yourself perfect without 
making others perfect. An idea of a perfect Christendom 
in midst of encircling heathenism is impossible. In Chris¬ 
tianizing other peoples, you Christianize yourself. This is 
a philosophy abundantly illustrated by actual experiences. 

Suppose you stop your foreign mission, and concentrate 
your whole energy upon home mission. What will you 
have? Many more striking conversions, many more homes 
freed from the curses of whisky, many more children 


X The Net Impressions of Christendom—Return Home 203 

decently clothed, no doubt. But withal what? Many more 
heresy-huntings, many more denominational backbitings, 
with perhaps more Sunday-school excursions, and Japa¬ 
nese marriages” 1 in churches. I think you who have had 
Christianity now over eighteen hundred years have got 
over by this time that foolish and heathenish notion, that 
good done in one direction diminishes good to be done in 
other directions.—Growth outside always means growth in¬ 
side. You are troubled with some intestine lethargy. You 
go to your physician, and he medicates upon you nostrums 
after nostrums. But nothing heals you, and you begin to 
lose faith in your doctor. Finally you come to the true 
knowledge of your trouble. You turn your attention from 
inside; that is, you forget yourself, and go to some outside 
work, cultivation of cabbages, it may be. Then you begin 
to breathe freely, your biceps-muscles get little bigger and 
firmer. Gradually you feel your trouble is gone, and you 
are now a stronger man than before. You healed yourself 
by reflex influences. You gave yourself upon cabbages, 
and cabbages healed you. 

So with churches. Pruning with heresy-huntings, and 
medicating with New Theologies ma ynever heal them. 
Nay, they may grow even worse. Now some wise men 
prescribe foreign mission to them. They take part in it, and 
they soon get interested in it. They have taken in the 
whole world into their sympathy, and they feel themselves 
expanding by having done so. The new sympathy thus 
engendered calls up the old sympathy that has gone to 
sleep by heresy-trials and New Theology medicatings. 
What they failed to revive within them by spending 
themselves upon themselves, they now see returning to 
them by spending themselves upon other than themselves. 
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You converted heathens, and heathens now re-convert you. 
Such is humanity, so intimately are you connected with 
the whole race. Pity the heathen? Do you pity your own 
brother in wretchedness? Are you not ashamed of him, 
and blame yourself for his wretched state? I believe this is 
the true philosophy of Christian mission; and missions 
started on any other basis than this are shows, plays, things 
to be criticized by their enemies, and disregarded by the 
very heathens to whom they are sent. 

But you ask: Do you heathens like to have Christianity? 

Yes, we sensible heathens do; and the insensible among 
us, though they throw stones at missionaries, and do other 
mischievous things upon them, as soon as they resume their 
sensibility, will see that they did wrong. Of course, we do 
not like many things that come under the name of Chris¬ 
tianity. Hosts, surplices, compulsory prayer-books, theo¬ 
logies, unless they are absolutely necessary to convey 
Christianity itself to us in our present state of mental 
development, we do desire to be spared from. We also like 
to have no Americanianity and Anglicanianity imposed 
upon us as Christianity. I hope none of us ever threw 
stones at Christ Himself. If we did, we stoned at the 
Almighty Throne itself, and we shall have the Truth itself 
to condemn us. But chide us not for throwing stones at 
missionaries who in the name of Christ teach us their own 
views,—theologies they call them,—and also their own 
manners and customs, such as “free marriages,” “woman’s 
rights,” and others, all more or less objectionable to us. 
We do this for self-preservation. You who tolerate Cathol¬ 
icism, 1 but no Roman Catholicism, who fling your pulpit 
addresses and newspaper editorials right at the faces of 
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Piuses and Leos for their interference in your school and 
other public affairs, sympathize with us in our protest 
against Americanism, Anglicanism, and other foreign isms. 

Then, when you come to us, come with strong common 
sense. Do not believe the words of those mission-circus 
men who tell you that a nation can be converted in a day. 
There is no spiritual El Dorado 1 to be found upon this 
earth. Nowhere can souls be converted by dozens and 
hundreds. The same matter-of-fact world here as there. 
Men do doubt, simulate, stumble, here as elsewhere. I 
know some missionaries who preach to us as if we were 
their own countrymen. They seem to think that the 
Moody-Sankey method 2 that goes so successfully with 
Americans and Englishmen, should succeed equally well 
with Japanese and Chinese. But Japanese and Chinese 
are not Americans, as you well know. They had not their 
childhood mothered with “Lord is my shepherd,” “Now 
I lay me down to sleep,” and other angelic melodies. 
They take as much delight in gong-bells as in Estey pipe- 
organs. They are “heathens,” and you must teach them 
accordingly. But some preach Jesus Christ to them, give 
them a copy each of New Testament, persuade them to be 
baptized, get their names enrolled in church-membership, 
and so have them reported to home-churches, and think 
that they are safe, and will go to heaven somehow. Per¬ 
haps they may, perhaps they may not. Hereditary influ¬ 
ences, mental idiosyncrasies, social environments, to say 
nothing of the same old Adamic propensity to sin in them, 
are not so readily comformable to the new and strange 
doctrines that are preached to them. Though we despise 
godless science, yet scienceless evangelization we do not put 


206 


How I Became A Christian 


much value upon. I believe faith is wholly compatible with 
common-sense, and all zealous and successful missionaries 
have had this sense in abundance. 

Come to us also, after fighting out Devils in your own 
souls. You know John Bunyan speaks of a reverend 
gentleman who had but very little experience with Devils. 
As he was not able to cure Bunyan s souls, so such as he 
cannot cure us heathens. “Born Christians, who have 
only heard of conversions, as “reports from a distance, 
cannot help us much in our death-struggles from Darkness 
to Light. I know a Quaker professor in America, who, 
when I told him of the doubts and difficulties that I had 
to overcome in my struggles Christward, said that he could 
not very well see how that could have been, seeing that 
Christianity was so simple a thing as was contained in one 
monosyllable L-O-V-E. Only a monosyllable, but the 
Universe itself cannot contain it! An enviable man he. 
His ancestors had fought out the battles for him. He came 
into this world unconscious of struggles, a ready-made 
Christian. Like as a millionaire’s son cannot comprehend 
the miseries and strifes of a self-made man, so this pro¬ 
fessor and many like him in Christendom cannot com¬ 
prehend what we heathens have to fight out in our souls 
before we get settled in peace in that monosyllable. I 
advise such as he to stay at home as professors, and not 
come to us as missionaries, for our complexities and 
sinuosities may confound them, as their simplicities and 
straight-cuttednesses confound us. Indeed, those of us who 
have had some earnest experiences with Christianity, have 
found it not an altogether easy-going, home-sweet-home, 
and peace-unto-tf//-men affair. We have found it some¬ 
what like poet Bryant’s Freedom, 
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“A bearded man, 

Armed to the teeth, art thou; one mailed hand 

Grasps the broad shield, and one the sword; thy brow 
Glorious in beauty though it be, is scarred 
With tokens of old wars; thy massive limbs 
Are strong with struggling.” 

We can appreciate “Pilgrim’s Progress;” 1 but as for that 
happy, happy, honey-moon style religion, we know not 
what it is, but that it is not the Christianity of the Crucified 
One. Heathenism first subdued in your own soul; then 
you can subdue it right successfully in us. 

With your Christianity sifted from your own isms, and 
your common-sense well sharpened (if not sharp already), 
and best of all, with Devils fought out in your own souls, 
I see no reason why you fail to do immense good to 
heathens. Heathendom has had such missionaries (God 
be thanked,) and it is crying for more of them. We soon 
take no thought of them that they are strangers. Even 
their very lack of our language is no barrier between them 
and us. Christianity is in their very eyes. We feel it in 
their grasp of our hands. O how they shine among us! 
Their very presence dispels darkness. They need not 
preach unto us. We will preach for them; only let them 
hold us from behind. Rather one such than dozens and 
hundreds of missionary adventurers and experimenters. 
“The work which an Archangel may envy,—the work of 
preaching Christ to the heathen.” Who but an archangel 
himself can engage in this enviable work? 

Yes, Christianity we do need. We need it not so much 
to demolish our idols of wood and stone. Those are in¬ 
nocent things compared with other idols worshipped in 
Heathendom and elsewhere. We need it to make our bad 
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appear worse, and our good appear better. It only can 
convince us of sin; and convincing us of it, can help us to 
rise above it, and conquer it. Heathenism I always con¬ 
sider as a tepid state of human existence;—it is neither 
very warm nor very cold. 1 A lethargic life is a weak life. 
It feels pains less; hence rejoices less. De profundis 2 is not 
of heathenism. We need Christianity to intensify us; to 
swear fealty to our God, and enmity toward Devils. Not a 
butterfly-life, but an eagle-life; not the diminutive perfec¬ 
tion of a pink-rose, but the sturdy strength of an oak. 
Heathenism will do for our childhood, but Christianity 
alone for manhood. The world is growing, and we with 
the world. Christianity is getting to be a necessity with all 
of us. 

For fifty days I was upon the sea on my way home. 3 I 
sailed under the Southern Cross, saw the True Cross stand, 
and the False Cross fall. But think you I was happy to see 
my dear ones soon? Yes, happy in the sense that a soldier 
is happy, who dreams of conquests after encounter with 
his enemies. I was found by Him, and He girded me, and 
intimated me that He would carry me whither I would 
not. Battles He assigned me in my own small sphere, and 
I was not to answer Nay. Alas I sought Him with much 
fightings. I found Him, and He ordered me at once to 
His battlefield! This the lot of one born in a soldier- 
family. Let me not murmur, but feel thankful. 

May 16, Noon.—Clear, hazy in afternoon.—Came to 
the sight of my land about 10 A.M. Ran 282 miles since 
yesterday noon. 63 miles more, and home.—Read 32nd 
chapter of Genesis. Much consoled by the thought that I 
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am not worthy of the least of all the mercies which God 
hath shewed unto me during these years of my exile. His 
grace fills up all the vacancies left by the sad experiences 
of life. I know my life hath been guided by Him, and 
though I go with much fear and trembling to my home¬ 
land, I fear no evil, for He will still manifest more of 
Himself unto me. 

Midnight. Reached home 9.30 P.M. Thank God I am 
here at last after travelling some 20,000 miles. The joy of 
the whole family knew no bounds. Perhaps it was the 
happiest time my poor parents ever have had. Brother 
and sister grew big, the former an active little fellow, and 
the latter a quite nice girl. Talked with father all night. 
Mother doesn’t care to learn about the world; she is only 
glad that her son is safely at home. I thank God for 
keeping my family all these years of my absence from 
them. My prayer has been to see my father in safety to 
tell him all what I have seen and experienced. 

“And Jacob said, O God of my father Abraham, and 
God of my father Isaac, the Lord which saidst unto me, 
Return unto thy country, and to thy kindred, and I will 
deal well with thee. I am not worthy of the least of all the 
mercies, and of all the truth, which thou hast shewed unto 
thy servant; for with one stafif I passed over the Jordan; 
and now I am become two bands.” (Gen. XXXII, 9. 10.) 
This the state of one whom the Lord liketh to honor. 
Jacob had in Plaran all what he had sought after and 
prayed for: Leah and Rachel, children, sheep. I too, a 
poor servant of His, had in Christendom all what I had 
sought after and prayed for. Not indeed the kind with 
which Jacob was blessed. Indeed, so strait was my condi- 
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tion in this respect that I had only 75 cents left in my 
pocket after my roamings over 20,000 miles of land and 
sea. My mental capital too, which I carried home was 
inconsiderable compared with that which is usually brought 
back by my countrymen of my own age and circumstance. 
Science, Medicine, Philosophy, Divinity,—not a sheepskin 
of this kind I had in my trunk to please my parents as my 
present to them. But I had what I wished to have, even 
— — 5 “unto the Jews a stumblingblock, and unto the 
Greeks foolishness.” 1 True, I did not find it in Christen¬ 
dom in the way as I had expected; i.e. I had not picked it 
up in streets, or even in churches or in theological semi¬ 
naries; but in ways various and contrarious, I had it never¬ 
theless, and I was satisfied. This then my present to my 
parents and countrymen, whether they like it or not. This 
the Hope of human souls, this the Life of nations. No 
philosophy or divinity can take its place in history of man¬ 
kind. “I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ; for it is 
the power of God unto salvation to every one that be- 
licveth, to the Jew first, and also to the Greek.” 2 

I reached my home 2 late in evening. There upon a 
hill, enclosed by Cryptomcria hedge, stood my paternal 
cottage. “Mamma,” I cried as I opened the gate, “your 
son is back again.” Her lean form, with many more marks 
of toil upon it, how beautiful! The ideal beauty that I 
failed to recognize in the choices of my Delaware friend, 
I found again in the sacred form of my mother. And my 
father, the owner of a twelfth part of an acre 1 upon this 
spacious globe,—he a right hero too, a just and patient 
man. Here is a spot then which I may call my own, and 
by which I am chained to this Land and Earth. Here my 
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Home and my Battlefield as well, the soil that shall have 
my service, my prayers, my life, free. 

The day after my arrival at home, I received an invita¬ 
tion to the principalship of a Christian college 1 said to 
have been started by heathens. A singular institution this, 
unique in the history of the world. Shall I accept it? 

But here this book must close. I have told you how I 
became a Christian. Should my life prove eventful enough, 
and my readers are not tired of my ways of telling, they 
shall have another book like this upon “How I Worked a 
Christian.” 
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fc & ©• IB$j§Bffiyi|33ie± 5 #!$. 

P.62. 1. Bentham Jeremy Benthan (1748~1832). 4 7 y x © 

e^MS. mihmmrmt Lx'mbivz. 

2. John Stuart Mill 1806~73 4+*yx©f5^-, -ggr^fcg. 

•<v 9 U ©S)ffJi$IC jfco. 
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P. 63. 1. David y o -s yi&'ftX', 4 7. y 

P. 65. 1. “for God hath chosen . . . 9 x hA^O 

ftl (0^1-27. 

P. 67. 1. “ Sweet Sabbath School! . . . tflfi/f'f'p. 

2. Military drill * 7 - 9 ©itl.lt % £ tl#, 

ZiSiMMlim Ltv^A- C $ it 

3. diplomas #LiGSgJ^&©4*£tt. 

Ot.lc7-vx 1 A#tlf±0@fti5 (p.l67tt. 

1 #!(«). 

4. all the honors p. 68 n. 2 #!®. 

P. 68. 1. the first seven seats Qll'fii'iftftX, 2 6 

•» ft. mmmmm w- 

301-302, 669 mi ft 2 Wllfett 20 £ ( 5 t> 2 

^©I^lilO ^-C^oA:. »-i-©r* D tt#S©K 

2. all the prizes but one *... SfcHfUSMK.’ki'i '• • • ii> 
9, ^*©l£ii(t@L, £^il© 1 4^2 #©&» 

*®olfcs£lc*JU ^flljic^-l;, *1*8£7PJ, «2«A^8n 
50 i><DX$>6. tc fi L-A-C'/fe 20 pjfiLfc*£ < 5 £ 
£*»:f £ L-cfeofe. #<o«»lc**Ojatt«rlBi,*nWort 
ttg©£'£ #l±, IIA A A'S^pc OitilEI t-3;l4•CV'/c. 3?1*P$© 
l$fi £ $3*© 2 $**£!?itil i colSff^a 1 

© i o w-rs-c* o fc. ft 3 irnnwn, iv 

4 tf0H4 2 «£***#, 13? 

»4£fSlWg©£ir5 ktbktiitz- 1 ^ 

'ittSl/c ’• (^g|5&W13±92:&ffl)KTiJfT&ffl “ g««S ” P- 64 

#na). 

P. 69. 1. as our John said ... (3 • 23 • 131#!®. 

2. Ed. B. Lytton Edward George Bulwer Lytton (1803—72). 

IfM©tgdftit, ftWm- 

P.70. 1. a position (f^ltWIflidiaElt 4 9 tLKK- 

wnm)- mm&% mmnmmmmmw- 

P.71. 1. my father fWS£- MWt^oA. ‘ &<0'£ 

n\m’ ((S-23-169) #ns. 

2. Dr. Faber Ernst Faber (1839—99). iffflKfeiSDifc K47 
ASi^®- Commentary on the Gospel of St. 
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NOTES 


Mark ttt, “ mmm ” (i874) 

P.73. 1. Jerico d X 7 x;u©g#*f 

ic&ftAofc£ t, fumc&i/y&LfcWI- IEI*®*3->^7826# 

jIH. 

2. my brothers fttfigH®, TOIirl. I'illtilJi- 

3. my mother f*j|t (AFft) -V V. 

4. my sister 

5. another member f?#© 2/£@<D§g, b^zftCcjJII^T-. 1889 (TJFJ 

»22) 4p7/) 31 B&& ‘ ’ © 

®L&, 1891 (IJIJjft 24) !fi4 JJ 19 hi, lllc-CjfcBR, ‘ 

108, 109, 110 id’ ( El • 5 • 222) #($. 
ov»-Cf±, ‘ ’ (M • 25 • 83) #M- 

0. my younger brother fWilEfili 

7. I entered . . . C<Dw\'&frb71 U tZt 

•eo&ittt, 8«&S. Affl(rfffiF)fiSiS, :££;£, |Tr»&*©lt!i 

■dbilX**. “ ElSe,!FfSi^J|i” Vol. 5; *»3» 

P. 74. 1. Mr. K. 

2 . our new church ... ‘ rilt.'fip ’ 

*LHUjpSi2£®6Ti. 

P. 75. 1. Mr. F. jfttfRft 

P. 76. 1. the Apostle’s Creed 4|lx| §);© i -o £ % 

Wg-filfc *©tejg|SttWe>*-0*V>;JS, 2, 3 Utffio C 5 £ ,®fc> 
ft, ClifcfiOll’MlCScl<*!>©£ LX, * E 'Jy?, 7 a f ? y V 
C -CITc/wC Ibivc#fc. Sfr^^SK506##jra. 

P. 77. 1. Y.M.C.A. Young Men’s Christian Association. 

2. The opening meeting .. . c Oiiii%-, 1880 (Ijljjft 13) Ip 5 /) 

ic, ei* g&i©+ u x e s *l/o 

P.78. 1. My subject was :.. . <1 ©Hi$(±3g 1882 (IJfJjg 15) if 

l/J 8 El Kfr& ofel)©-C&5 p. 688#J|0). #t 

©82ttt>;aiw-c&3 5. ## tt SWittfL.iTraic #t4 1 Lt^£. cti£ 
Dift20 Wiiit^-* -< >•© “MwfiiSi” tfltticffj-c, fcaqg-tH, 
JgftJI-S ifg^t$fl$ft© if# O MigEfeSJ I fe #:•£ lco£ 

ft, fil:!S#fc^S#Ui&ftt:Wc. 

2. Prof. Dr. C. W. S. Clark, p. 25 w. 3 iiiUJfihA'- 
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P. 79. 1. We had already run into a debt . . . 

PP- 687 , 694 

2. Jehovahjireh, . . . fill |(Ul! 22 • 14. 

3. The meeting SlHOMi^OrfKfUICOWCIl, V- 

688 

P.81. 1. 8200 >JE<D*7-^©iWl&100 V * (178 p]) K, # 
^*©t> £ t) tfs SfeBARi L-C, Iv-t-h- fe>3vCWc35 
ffl*iin*.**>©- p. C87#rn, 

P.82. 1. Jan. 8 S13 ^£-|±mJ[H©.lift£ Lfc. 

p. 78 n. 1 #ff. 

2. the S. Church ©t> 1900 (UOfft 33) ipitS D, 

til*'* £&», *Bni|&&jT.L-C, «?££ >!> KfilJA 

©Wffliicffiiofc. P- 800 #no. 

3. hallelujah |H.| Praise ye the Lord. 

4. Shekinah [H.] The earthly presence of God. 

5. the wise son of David 

P.84. 1. the A-mill 1880 (TO£13) ip, jtmmMGtZX, tLIS 
©j£iSI$16 * o©]!)tBl|ICji$it7cfW0r (12 JSjTj ©*$£-!'’:/£ 

2. Brother Ts. j±7|C^z:. 

3. Mr. H. ypSth-PkOX- 

XMM±^MKWffi) £»I3373. PP- 49ff, 195 

If #ff.. 

P. 85. 1. “Every valley . . . 4iP+fiJ40 • 4. 

P.86. 1. John and I... tttfttflJMRWHffi*#? 5 fcftlc. 

OTf—Pfi £ Ttr-ic 12 fj 14 n /J-# * 11 Iri. ifMtfc- Upt^rMSPf ?> 
711 #ff. T1 

2. Rev. Mr. S. Julius Soper (1845-1937). 7^ !) *, ^ 'J's?• 

P. 87. 1. Magna Charla IML.I A constitution guaranteeing 

rights and privileges. 

P. 88. 1. “ thinkcth no evil ” a }l y |- K^nWi 1 ©^PiW 18 • 5. 

2. Francis’ 'gM&gtt, 5li£ * 5 fc », llnjC 

ClinicoT, fji’ffei'-jt£PF'fEfp-c*is o ft- 

3. “Fourth of July” 7^ !) *©?!l!37JEt:0• 

4. Four years from the time . . . 1891 (Ifijr?24) ip, 
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NOTES 


£4cW, 8&)SWBRffilc1i5$ 

P. 89. 1. a strong temperance union 1887 (IJfJjgf 20) 4f£, 

itmi-itc. ainborn® 
$$MMM<oMi$L<OU-1 ■o-t-lb S- 

2. per capita |L.| For each individual. 

3. They built a new church 1885 (Ijftfft 18) QK'r&bXLtcWiZ 
#®6TS© |0<&& <ot>K( 1922—AIH 11- lp8Jj), jjjAiiM 7 

±Mm&’ IMvtcfr, c<D-< % 
<DX$>Z>. 

P. 90. 1. success in scientific experiments ^Safit 
22 • 251—280 &\m. 

P.91. 1. the good Angel .. . a •>' b It J: 5 JwiaSf 5 • 2 JiTF# 

jra. 

2. The Third Great Gathering of Christians . . . C<0^5 

M 8~12 El ic bft O * m 3 0^S3SSfI^4c^m^’ t 

Or- 

3. Christianity 7 'dx^:? v E • 4 y 7 bW&Z’t- 

4. Mr. T. fcHflllfc #6813*1.*. 

P.92. 1. Pentecost Stj® 4 0 7 E b 50 0 0 It, 4 

yx Eo^jgi'^o, mm&JU'bm.v&k t uztkconktxix 
Sil &tb<n±XT\), bitblclJiS^mb-iftt v> 5 t?# C't- {■!< 
{,gfrg2• 1 HT» ot>, l»iai LTi^&t&i'jib*), 
fc. 

P. 93. 1. a Corean j-'-tijSA 

2 . a physical tongue of fire {‘iiMifT'K 2 • 3 

P. 94. 1. a Constitution 1889 (00^7 22) © A0 zp-TfrU'ic 

ffi- 

2. “revival” ja0Jfli3li(i3i®j). $i©4Jlt J: c-C, fifi&jqgfflIWic 
iiiiBS U frtio|ai.D#^aiN-f551^- LHf LtfsSfftW, ®B3rt'rc 

3. Carpenter William Benjamin Carpenter (1813—85). d 

4' y x Principles of Mental Physiology (1874) 
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P. 95. 1. “ deceitful heart ” w S 7 jlf 17 • 9 g|ira. 

2. Gegenbaur Karl Gegenbaur (1826~1903). 1 -'A "JVffit'ltY- 
#• Lfc. 

P. 96. 1. “Blest be the tie . . . p. 11 n. 4 g£|H. 

2. the flooded fortress of Leyden 7 7 y 73£fflH|<f!fill;®!t#© 

5, 7Atv y|l3E7 -t 3 y My 

y tmtuwit, rnpjz® 
>), ftUftic4 fcMKJkA/fz’ MrtiE-7#-CM® 

IcfcJsJuiS i Lfc£#, $ttffllc*LX7u-y->*&3M 3 T A© 
S5^3fC-t, 7-M yjI£(iHS;^Lfc. 1574 if 10 M 3 0 <0 C t X$> 
5. 

3. the faggots of Smithfield a y h’ y K$> 

i6i m<orpm, 4*9xmm&#<ofcMMKn, 7 t<-?~, ?7 

lit®, &<<D7'a7-7.?Vbhm 
39 1 LX, cc t-AJPJitSLi$ tift. 

4. Bunker Hill **t b '■/n%’ftKh 5'J\£- TJ'JA&ltW&<D 
PAi4ofc®W, ccxiifcbtifc. 

5. Sirens ** 3 '> + #IS©2|AM*&©96©«. fdAtt$?£ b © 5 5 
t> Lv>Sfc/Stcj|N:ib*t, iSlc £ t^c: A/-e5E/0?c£ wfctiS. 

6. Jupiter’s amorous son WfcJl.5 t o 7 (47cli+» 

- £ 7 K) £$- 7 . .tnTtt, v 5 *. £7-©46£ 

P.97. 1. Sinai 7? £7©'>3M ^--fettCcDlll 

ib m : (»&) b m*.. 

2. the Law 7~feOfltffi(SS). $ + C £ <> $>5. 

3. John Howard 1726~90 d 7 3 7©tbMfi?T«- MliJPJf? 
0T©&& £ fcSfelS© T'Ki £ It $ 4 Iffc. a • 12 • 215 ff m& 

4. Nirvana |Skr.| Final emancipation. 

5. the royal Apostle fsli&lf-V a 7'. 

6. “ though a man say . . . |frH;'j J l 1 ' Ai' a 7' t lf 2 • 14. 

P. 98. 1. Charles Loring Brace 182(1—'JO 77 3 

=-»-3-7©^K©7fc©fc, £k^?Jf3§£{Sjiltft£^L/ , o 7©# : 
Gesta Christi, or a History of Human Progress under 
Christianity (1882) f±, :g#^ilSAlc[S L, fr4AC AliA/c 
A fc»#©*©+0 11®-f* -d 7 b ‘ -r - u t • a - 3 y 

7 • 7u--T.ll:ii< ’ (If . 23 - 96) 

2. Port “Barbaric” (4H ©iiEj^fi). 
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NOTES 


3. Cape Eagle ©ft. gf $©:!(: 8 * a, ®|!ftfl-j5©zift- 

4. Once more . . . (1883-^16-^)12^, ffiiSi 

B'mfctitbit. fc4st©4fM18841p)3fl28H. imW'rt 
fe*L/c. *©*&*$ ic-o^-cn, vp- 736 m& 

5. another scientific tour c<Dt #^§'l±, -ttr/8ii3©ic L/C© 

0|i £ (Ci!£© in J1C (Mi L fc © -C$> 5 • VP- 318, 747 

0im. 

6. s. im&tt- 

P. 99. 1. Bacchus u—^©©iS'©#- 

1 ’. 101. 1. Rasselas 4 4-‘ 1) x © AS: Samuel Johnson (1709— 

84) ©/JnJBJ Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia (1759) ©iA2i- 
Ttr->-T©^7-t?x|±, IttiiyffiLA ‘^fiffii©#’ (C(li/C-C 
wfc#, A4£©s£}a££¥H7cJ6, •£c£tU-CtlJ:!)'|!£^»<'!), ov* 
ic^L-OSofe. 

P. 102. 1. To 6e a J/.CY first . . . C ©11 ^IC®Mf|uISS^?> o 

fc. #gf±C©£ £^7£l*MH7aW:£ib&< r^< 

!) *g{^© B ft'j £ ®jH©^(4, c ©tig £ fijSSS £ t^tob if, * 
©KlPifcfySC i-C&cAc. lll^ffmUfS pp. 750 if, iftiUid^ 
“fWfii={5” (H-ilfl£, 1953) p. 47 gMi. z blzciilH±icM 
A*, ^©SlLj^M-AL/Cv^ i © 5 o fc. C ©^©ffiliM 

©ft¥9it5ji]lcL-C(i, &T©j?23jffc|j?AS c £ t±-c# fcv>. iLAi¥ 

iiilfti, 1 ? PP- 31ff *Jft 

2. “Where 1 see not . . . “|iH#L©A, IC#LS> 

*Uf, W 

P. 103. 1. Cornelia ?~110? n. c. Scipio Africanus Major © 

Ijif, Tiberius Gracchus © if, Gracchus 52,#}© ft. u— -^©Jlli 
jSityfelA- £ # &, Si* L < 

E?ft£ tctctbilfc- 

2. young Gracchi Tiberius Sempronius Gracchus (162?~133 
b. c.), Gaius Sempronius Gracchus (153?—121 b. c.). ©A 
(l/iB-^Olgf. 4>f'±ift0r^S©AfelC, Afl&^t.igL 
-c, o £ <b £ If fc. 

P.104. 1. a ship 7/ !) ‘ Tokyo’ #. 

2. the Quaker poet AiA 

P. 105. 1. the Great Frederick of Prussia p. 171 n. 1 

2. Daniel Webster 1782~1852 7 4 ') ©ili iff A- Siffi % o 

x ! mbK, nmmgat* 
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±3gLfe. 

3. Hebraisms 

4. cherub and cherubim f£f ttaiftogUR®. |0**j(E®lt;& fe, 
6^5iSi®<7535®<D6''i D- 

5. amens |H.l So be it. 

6. Patrick Henry 1736—99 7y 3 

1775ipO ‘ L^ib-fA/ff5E^-^l± ’ £^5 

P. 106. 1. Dorothea Dix Dorothea Lynde Dix (1802—87). T 

> 3 * ©*rf >-f!J7 xf^. 

2. Stephen Girard 1750~1831 7 y ') 7 tOfMffA, 

Girard College (WSfcJK^K) fclteLfe. ‘ x7-7x -i7y 
- Kog’ (fg - 23- 103) #M- 

3. Holy Land MJi * 3 * h. * 3 X ftfe 

x?wx.f.y-££-f. 

4. the congregation of the First-born the First-born f±* 

Lfe^oT, 4 1 3^ b<oK:^i^5c0il^C. 

P. 107. 1. Cleveland Grover Cleveland (1837—1908). 7 y y 
*coff5 22f^ (1885-89) (1893-97) coAgtfifi- 

2. By G— By God. 

3. J—Ch— Jesus Christ. 

4. the Third Commandment -% — -fe3 ‘ajfefed, 

$>fefe©#, f-fe!) tatnrfifcibfcn. £f±, 

*fe*?)ltog*.5>t>©*, (10^)13 

BUII^'>'7'iaC 20-7) 

P.108. 1. Hamitic origion 9B$IC Jrftlf. ASSft-fcA^ (-^7 

;’'AZ<0M<07 ? VTtijiJjK&.trmW, ''Life (77 3 Alible 
&trf®gf), (^ic^A, a-n-v''A®fli«) 03 

P.109. 1. Matt. 10:32 ‘ fct>bK<Olfo-Cb1i LfcgfrwftS#*, 
fc>fe L >i> 4 fe, w $ -f fc feL<05£©8tl-c§itV'lt5-£'&5 5.’ 

2. Methodists y y ->*x p. 58 n. 4 Hflg. y y -7 

x Ifi^fC-on-Cfi p. 137 w. 1 ^hs. 

3. deacon flip. 

P. 110. 1. this saying .. . ‘ A£Efc<b A?P£ life, A£&fe 

6>i'5tf5 fcSfe.’ Tx^S-t. 

P. 111. 1. the copper-colored children 7 y 3 * • d 7 
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NOTES 


2. some thirty years ago 1863 1plj3 1 13 £ 

ir. 

3. John Brown 1800—59 7 7 U 

I859ip, p-©a»*»W*iSflBLt:ESL*ec 

t, tillx. 

4. Japhetic 7 ;. 108 n. 1 §£ftg. 

P. 112. 1. Confucius p. 19 n. 4 H{IH. 

2. Cervantes Miguel de Cervantes (1547—1616). “ F'/ • ^ 

V>V&gb L*t£flbft5, ‘ 

dr-irA'Xv'rx ’ (M • 5 • 76) #{$. 

3. “ All things ... -? P 4 K£ SfB#fB 7 • 12. 

P. 115. 1. God’s Sacred Writings gggf. 

2. the unpardoning Jews ... 3 ^ 7 3Q 9 • 3 JSIT#!®* 

3. Senator Stanford of Calfornia Amasa Lelaud Stanford 

(1824-93). 7<£> 1885-90IpJi^lgM- 

* - 

P. 116. 1. the Law and Prophets ISflr£ 7- 

2. anti-Chinese laws 18821p.lt, 

1892 ip£ 1902 lp<t> 2 HIK|ffSiLfcO-&, 
1904 ipit ft It rpm&Ro AH! £ SjLI- S fts o fc. 

3. Mencius ft? (ca. 380-289 b. c.) rp[g, 

4. “John” rpgAft, Lft Lft 1 V 3 x • f- * 4 ^ x 1 £ J: ft' 
ft A. 

5. Protege IF. | One under the care and protection of 
another. 

6. St. Patrick 3737- 463.' 74 ^7 x KltfcjOLT, 
SBA*W#ft5»c£ofcA. 4r<0 protege t ft, 74^7 yKA 

P. 120. 1. her Britannic Majesty C<D£R4 *r ] J fc?7 h )) 7 
(ffifft 1837-1901 Ip) <om iTO&ofc. 

P. 121. 1. Zwingli Huldreich (Ulrich) Zwingli (1484—1531). 

7 4 

2. Adolphus Gustavus Adolphus (1594—1632). 7^ — 

(ffiffi 1611-32). H-plpM$fK^<0#jjn, ^AicioT, K4 7© 
7 ‘o 77^ xh£*o»WcBittLfc. 
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P. 122. 1. such a glorious view . . . “ iillAiiro ” (fit- 

4) 7 > !) V■ 388 

mw.- 


P. 123. 1. the sublime court of St. James o y fy ic%>6. 

LXJlj^i biti. 

P.124. 1. Moses was driven .. . (1 |jc >J-f (. 2 • 15 UlTj^ll- 

the land of the Midianites li->7 4 

2. Elijah’s “ flight to Beersheba ” 19 • 1 IHT0W& 

3. “ Sit on the desert stone . . . Iikilpf'3?- 

4. St. Paul’s “ Arabia ” o f±4 y hcS b, 

Jt?£t>K7 7 tf 7 («©&) ~-fiKfro&. Ltfi-® 

L/c«li. 4:®got; t -C&ofc. IfiftfiBSftf 1 • 15—17. 

5. the Apostle to the Gentiles 

V' 5 K!> i Lw. 

P.125. 1. “I certify you, .. . #'7 :t7A^©-Tt§H; 1 • 11—12. 

2. Soon after .. . JiTF7> !) g-n 

© ‘ iftgjil ’ (U • 2 • 193) A X A' El • 5 • 106 ff C b. 

3. a Pennsylvania doctor Isaac Newton Kerlin (1834—93). 

— y •> a- -< ^ 7 -Jl| 4 y<o 

4. the Carpenter-Son of Nazareth -f jex • # y x f. 

5. with somewhat the same aim ... p. 102 n. 1 Ujlrt. 

Martin Lutlier 1483—1546 K/f A-'H-’y 

ttzb£- 3-0 y22$<oi #, g® 
©ESfelc 3 fcftiSU x-Ary a* h ©li^jiEcltAo 

fc. 

P. 127. 1. our able and strong matron ‘ lcfi(C#C(r>-C§£2j3y 

i-f. &&-tt*^S15©|gJlltL-C, £Ec©li*fcf>. 
• • • jfcfcojSfcj&fe 5 D- 

j#*C $ tr 5 C £ hil ff 4 0 ’ (‘ ffgft ’ M • 2 • 196). 

2. Slowly by God’s hand unfurled, . . . 

P. 128. 1. “ PracticalTheology ” $%%, ?(,#, #tfL, ft£r, 2! 

#*t*. 5 a&BttoasticH-j-sm 

2. “ Sigh for wretchedness, . . . Ilii/rAiif- 

3. The Doctor... $067 9 y|i, 1893 (IJIJjfr 26) l|:iOJ425j |, 

AA’IKfHOilmilcABRLA. •£JUcBS-75tcouti±, 

P- 369 £gs|W- 


230 


NOTES 


P. 129. 1. Unitarianism 4r ]) 7. h 

ffc—^Ol|i—fefc (unity) ££3gL, 

*5521-5 lflROSfc-f 

2. Orthodoxy H{£— C&, V 7 bS^ICJ: o“C 

7km$tl-CZftm$k*&'f61Emm\\ (orthodox) 

3. the Puritanic doctrines Puritanism, .x. y 

'f 4r JJ ^^7P7X^ x # 

b P y^WWe^lKSSrSfU m 

z<o£%Ufc- 

P. 130. 1. New England Connecticut, Massachusetts, Rhode 

Island, Vermont, New Hampshire, Maine (O 6 & <D 

•C, U7 7y-%X*C<Dj$fiK±mL 

X\>1%, Puritanism copfi^itk^ ^ 0, T^ y #OiSfil, IS#, JB 
$B& £*Of&3^:£fc§§tcS> o fc. Chap. 8 #»«. ^ 7 - ^ ^ C 

(bttpt, \£*.- y * yofflWi**uiiicejLfeo-c*)a. 

2. Cromwellian admiration Oliver Cromwell (1599—1685) 

ttW*HS6+©»itttfc t-c, *#o% o i **»Uft#PL-c^fcA 
4fcOCb£ D-Ot>5- ic 

urA@cj&!r (fi • 21 • 189), o y * (fi • 23.81), 

‘^±ai<h * p * b»’ («• 23 • 185), v . 330 ^^ 

£#M- 

P. 131. 1. Yankee =. ^ — • 4 v? 7 v KA« 

2. Jonathan Edwards 1703—58 J 

«<s>&£| (1745-1801) 

D <h &o/c. 

3. Theodore Parker 1810—60 y ^ 0^-7 y 
tlABIBlc tWmUB-Qtff*, jR»IWJK0JKit*KiL*. 

P. 132. 1. other good friends DfyK, 4 v<D )'\\&1 

JftitailiKoW^S«-c»icHKoKftlc * D, (3 *^**fc#t 
Martin W. Barr 0 -2*35ff,' 

$ p. 578 $J&. 

2. Queen Victoria 4r y 7 <£>tJcEE (&(£ 1837—1901). 

3. the Emerald Isle J4 jv 7 y KOglJ^. «£ cqj^A^A £’ D 

4. Elizabeth Fry 1780—1845 tt^SCSfcSUi'L/c*4 4r P 70^ 
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-Wife- t HAOfe?JtO/cJ6IC^* L ft- 

5. “a man... • 16. 

P. 133. 1. Havergal Frances Ridley Havergal (1836~79). 

4 *') xv-kttmim.ft-ftt L-ctr& mfriittmw; 332,339,448 

%ttflck<Dftm-e$> 5. 

2. ministering angels ffigg 1C btzh ®§JfcJ§ A^SS 

£'£ y> 5 • 

P.134. 1. Phillips Brooks 1835~93 ?V D A <' 

i 4 K, ^ y • * ba© ‘ 
(Sff«^5R115#) fcK<%lb1vX^6. 

2. Swedenborgianisni xi- 7 y^/ (p. 136 m. 2 ^BH) © 

ft 

3. Quakerism /of 

y boli/Ro^-f 6£0t. AM© ‘flfcSft’ %3K$JL, 

¥ffl ^Oil^lcAo. 

P. 135. 1. $aitr((u fG.) To dip, to baptize. ^H5©Bg}[J^£ L 
"C©$:*L {BdTCna^a, gwim ic, u-fc-tjgfLt, ®|C 

*fcj@ib-ti@fU;4S;r>5. 

2. Emerson Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803~82). T S ') j ]© 

ms.%, -£■¥%■ *-=■?■ yrvimfrb, ^©^ 

& O ft, 

3. Garrison William Lloyd Garrison (1805~79). T J- 'J Ij CD 

mmskimm. &%<*> “■$&” wm<o, mgvm&btfK&K 

4 5, n-iyufts ‘ D ^ K . *• p y y ’ (ff . 5 • 148) #ra. 

4. Lowell James Russel Lowell (1819~91). Ty< P *©3$A, 

UfcfF^- ‘5>y7t-Afi©f’ f±, 5?#© ‘jfe?? 

(IS • 1) ©iplc5lffl$^tV'5. 

5. Martineau James Martineau (1805~1900). ^yx©a 
-7- ') T vW,<DW¥%, 1S¥%- 

6. Cardinal Gibbons, . . . James Gibbons (1834~1921). 7 

y y * © * h y v * ®&©»fiJB#. 1886 ipIcfRilW (Cardinal) 

IC & o 7c- 77ie Faith of Our Fathers 14, flfic 7' a f-x 7 y h 

m%K&3nt$fi:»Kmfrtl, l>h < frftbfift. 

7. Spencer Herbert Spencer (1820~1903). 4 if 9 7. cDlff^#. 

‘bmm, n.&¥, mw&it £esshic 
Wcot, iy>sTTpr^tf^©8hH * s y l fc. 

1*. 136. 1. Madame Guyon Jeanne Marie de la Motte Guyon, 
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NOTES 


Madame (1648—1717). 

2. Swedenborg Emanuel Swedenborg (1688—1772). X x. — 

fyOWW. “ ” (p. 139, n. 4 #ra) tttdcCD# 

< zommucAsK-hKmax 

3. Dr. Flint Austin Flint (1812—86). !)*Og#, MlM 

P.137. 1. Methodism j V Vx bZ>MW&£&&&■ 

A y-Xx lSittiK x • >> 

m%mi-Z7‘V7-X? x bfi:£r<D imx$>6. 

2. Presbyterianism 

imm&tt, yy < vrv it, A^xicio -cib* $ n 

fc:Mxo«*HMfa»lcJ:o-C384t*. 
g««-e. tofliBB^iclKJWettSfflL-cwSfccS^b, co 
£#£>5. 

3. Congregationalism £$2IR (4 A(4£fl-&i/ic), $i&<0^-f2>13 

=.-• AW 7 v Kicfelts k*»-3) * ■f't-X 

WC&-C 

4. the painted eggs f.gffiSASJo'C, i9>-C5|!lc£2fe&H i*t t 
A 4 <£>• 

P. 138. 1. James B. Richards COBf, !) vK 

i 4 tbfix, 7 X x b t, 

:*^©tt»cowT-®©BIR* LA#, *©ISLt-Cy f- + -* 

lc£ro Atf)-C£> 5. AL\ y 7*7 X Kic®g? 

LA- a • 5 • 147, iU-A'^iliJiST'r PP ■ 294, 583 #M. 

P. 139. 1. Fernald’s True Christian Life 

2. Drummond’s. . . Henry Drummond (1851—97) (± x x «, 

V 9 x [=|#t;l4ij£;g\ Natural Laiv in Spiritual 

World 14 * © *'- 7 4 x t £ ID Hfn £ C C 

3*A4®. 

3. Revelation flix] 1 ?-')’’3 X- IM/Lf-i- 

4. Arcana Celestia xx.— x x^^Ci^ “ 5c_h<D?fi5S ” 8 •?£• 
(1749—56). IHtHai•>*7‘ 185©SMS Affiffi-C, 7rxjf§-C$ 
jMvf ir» 5. 7>. 136 n. 2 jH.BH. 

P. 140. 1. the famed author . . . Gilbert White (1720~93). 

A **y *©ttl5|i, x7 - -X + -)l|^^4"- xil!i(Ct 
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it, *c-&mz-ok»k#b. 

C<D'¥r¥i Natural History of Selbourne (1790) %<DC btz- 

2. Jeremiah ii/itg. 

P. 142. 1. the Czar to Nebuchadnezzar 7 7 — fiSIfifOTif®! 

o > T<D|jl ; ift. x 7'* K•9'x-tt-x x-t>- u a £# £ L 
+!B*£lfl,fc (earns®#) /l?n=70I. a -> 

7tt, *>"<!> TJgas, ifrH'l4 i"It*f-f 51C im?z A, fz ^ £ 
LTWo 

2. my old English Bible ‘ 0 ’ ((fJ- 11 - 242) 

g£HB. 

3. Chaldea .>->* t* c = y ic[S]£. 

4. Apolinaris’ Water K4 7 ©7*’ >) d- 9 XT’ ^'/ 'Ct?-®, Rgvi* 

5. some friends .. . tfx h ^©;1$K(it(:y[S, Ril/’t-Jflit 

3 £*# Wc- 01*9111*}* PP- 358, 777 # 

M- * 4>©lejgjigfiKFffiii, 2 £fi, £©1$ 

— * — m A yy7 y \'tctiV'?£fcz>tzi>a)i: -HfejE-S- Is)_h3f p. 

759 ^Rfl. 

P. 143. 1. my imperfect services i?#©S/jfS,S 9 li'JzXM’Jz, 

»S'£fc (‘ tfmu’ m«), *<omm 40^ $ 9 1 a 9, 

‘*x/-’ 9 x^xteiSC-c, 499 

^ibili4tfi:|!'OWJ^ : 5:l l iB'-d:fel5i'-C$>5 (gCitii^HilifSP- 62 # 
®)- **iSi$©ii#©tfeg, m WtKFMB 
< fc Lvx B • 5 • 106 ff #1®. 

2. the depart-in-peace .. . “ t>tz L©5E5&/ct> ii, $>5Afcl=l 

ftKtim\fVfr$>ZtfoLXV>Xi,, 4> Lf j&V'tf.-fcfrvitb, */0 

©Stal-o^. ^o#wniit*#c5ci^*e#5^ bzmttytit 

*©B©&$jft>b c t^cV'-cv'Sa-g-, 

#*£W’ *©;i»<b£lt-£.^&4 >©£fflC££ 0 #l 

4i>ofeiU6, ^A/WfxICTtoP^. ®W***i,£ |B|«IC, ff* 
<r>*#:b*l7fUf, ■iitfzf)' X'ltfUA/z i> © *C<£> 3 •” (®fii$IP«-V 
ayofft 2-14-17). 

3. the two Greek words for love 0i\/a (friendship) £ dyd.Ti, 
(love, as that of God or Christ to us, and our love to Him 
and to our fellow creatures thus inspired). 

P. 144. 1. a fishing town Gloucester, Massachusetts. I'fj 0 
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NOTES 


‘ i@£©ir H KtS© 

H’ (ft • 2 • 186) #!!«. 

2. the Connecticut valley Amherst, Massachusetts. 

3. the president of a well-known college Amherst College 

©&g!i! Julius Howley Seelye (1824~95). y - ft 1876 Ip 
fab 90#$-CjgHOlSlc&ofe. S'-D 
*&^=fi.©(gff|l©ft£fc’ (« • 23 • 117), * y 

5’ (B • 23 • 125) £, 7-vx 1 

i±, fjijiy ‘ mutt’ frtxfB -5 4'oaS.m tb^tcm^noji 
Sf ?;p. 766ff Sr, ttzT-vx. h^icow-cii, £f< 3 ljSf,&lg “01 
(HOK*^lHJK^, 1953) 4 1 © ‘ 7-v-x h • *v-, 

’ £, tji^noci. 

P. 145. 1. A friend of mine . . . #&|±t©£ (7^ 

X h ^^igife) ©lan-ic J: o -c, y -iffitifc- 

2. a room in the college dormitory 4 2 

&5A*. ^04tS0®±®©lg. p. 36 #im. 

P. 146. 1. Cimex lectualius |L.| A bed-bug. 

2. Professor in German Henry R. Richardson. ^cFWifiil 
jfffi P- 43 mu- 

3. Professor in History Anson D. Morse. 

4. Professor in Biblical Interpretation Thomas P. Field. 
P. 147. 1. our Professor . . . xvyy. CixbT^^- 

§93At>, **tf*©«*lcov>-c:tt, “ximM” ty<D *“ fr 

*©h mm ’ (m* 2 - 217 ) 

P. 151. 1. Paul or Barnabas . . . if 2 • 1~2. 

mm& i 5 • 4 mu, 

2. the great Apostle Paul 

3. Paoli 4yKOliJl 

P. 153. 1. the Fall J£|C-?:•£©;£>3ft7 c 7^A £ •*<»*£ 

* o A c £ • Utile 3 #ps. 

2. Bunyan John Bunyan (1628~88). /( 4' J x © t‘» — y yt y 

agft-*5- i7t - K©v^iyi®A-tNg>o a#, t* - y * y 

A 9, 3=igc{gtf©& 12 
^ra»lco*^, ^©F^icfUfDiaife-c, “Sfg 

£A5S©j!fi” &£*, p. 207 n. 1 

&BB- 
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P. 154. 1. Zion XK3bZ>WZ>W£M'!ki'?>- 

4 yX-mc'Lft. * = ^m<DU ’ (® • 2 • 186) £J& 

P. 155. 1. Predestination £< #©§**©11(0 

P.156. 1. Roni. VIII, 38, 39 ‘ t>tz UiBMt 5- % 

-Jj$>6'b<D'b, itiv^ 

<0 $ 0S<a % © &. fefc Lfct><£>£4r 9 * t • 

4 ixfci'it fcfc Lfct> : Sr3ltf!h7t k tt-Cf 

0-C^S.’ 

2. for He can let go . . . 4 K£ 19. 23—26 #®. 

P. 157. 1 Leibnitz Gottfried Wilhelm Leipniz (1646—1716). 

K4'70f¥f. *7 K.ife* i o-tftlfetiS. 

2. Marcus Aurelius Marcus Aurelius Antonius (121—180). 

v—vtogtfi (l£(i 161-180). XbTIS^KMlLA, ©GgfcliSi 
S.ffi.fcWcV’tWc. 4:<D Meditationes “ IM&M" 14. o--v 

P. 158. 1. vicarship g^f4 + 9x1 ©Jlk±iC4f It 5 ftS#-C2> 
5it5, O—r • * HI -y 

2. “ apostolicity ” ^^c0S2®!O & ■ofcfcil, t£36fct>;4'£>$£??; 

Htltfb<DX&Zkt 5, * b 9 y 4 0 '®&£)<dW§- 

P.159. 1. Thanksgiving T^9*coS0- tf »- 9 * x 

llfi ©$ 4*1® El *M5lMfg5£75- 
2. David Brainerd 1718—47 T y* 9 ii • -4 yf < T x©(h]IC(5 
iBU 30 ZVB&Kitk-M “t t5 y 

K • TV*-K£” 140 5 < dibits- 

P. 160. 1. “I cannot do otherwise, . . . 15211p4.fl, Asp — 

# 9 * /u a x <om& K 4? it 5 ffiKItC Was L-C, 8 #© ft ftp i # W L 

tzk #©trfO<DC£ff £ fCglbftS’i.©. 

2. one of my countrymen *[$• 

P. 161. 1. Dr. F. Thomas P. Field (p. 146 n. 4 H®). 

P. 162. 1. independence is prudence. . . 5?77^7 4 9*4? 

HifcfcfcT?!) ft < fcftic, v>*.tc^^fe^lcov>-c(4, Bfil!i3JHiliSi5 

p. 66, Ul*^fli11S^ pp. 308, 313 mm- 

2. a greenback 7 4 ') Jj <Dftm- 1862Ip, KSSffS 

107^ 9 *®|R?Sl4-9-'<-C3SiBi^fe&©'4?, -?:©ji$fr£ fcofc. 

3. a “We Trust in God” 1866*P5gfr<D®iK^ibV>, 7^9* 
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NOTES 


ousted In God We Trust We 

Trust in God £ Lfc<0tt$fc-C£>5 5 . 

4. manna 4 x 7 ->* 7’ h £tHT ^iftc $ 4 J: o fc 40 

*£©181. UfflZfabffcsX, fatibi&vtdkfy- IHiS-jSSStH •=■'>’ 

7' bta i 6 , K$a!a 11 m«- 

5. rod 01^(4. £<] 5 7 — f 7V. 

P. 163. 1. Adelaide A. Proctor Adelaide Anne Proctor 

(1825~64). 4 4-' !1 xcoASul^A (America’s, i LlkOttit® 
leffiC&^w £ .Efcft 5). * cog$d c 4 £ to/ci 0 # 

^v>t£-cfcflb*t5. tocogtt, #t<o «©pftc, 0 ? 
©J: 5 fc^#g#©iR*il>'i£* 4 otg-I^tv>5. *»** 
SA ^O7 , c»!CSi!<0'L' : &’fer/i;j-Lf ^-5 $AttA&D/S 
Iti*. £©fc»|c|Ig-ti"f4&4g< 5Af±/$ iblcA^5Ai^A/l/ 
^ A©-^-5 ’ (ff . 5 

• 173). 

P.165. 1. coal bills 1 bx ico #6.25 

fc i v» 5 • iltl »ic 2.75 iTffl^Tiilll 

fti U1 j@P4]lc 6 -t x i * fc'ogffflfc&gi Lfc £ <a 5 . 

P.167. 1. the honor 7^x 1 A^0fpa*&tt, J: !), 

#fc#tlc ‘ M¥± ’ tStJgLTfc. 

2. alma mater [L. | Bounteous mother. One’s university, 
college, or school. 

3. the spirit of my college 3H7vx ‘ {5jt3lW2?fi!t 

i WftAdi'ft, * !) x lK:fS?i|i©A4t'5A^i LT^ 

gf&ofc. 

4. I stayed ... ‘ ®£ 05 T = #g®£r (fS • 2 • 186) 0 tm. 

5. a theological seminary n j- A* » 1 7 * — KrjjlC 

&£ Hartford Seminary. 

P. 168. 1. A. Amherst. 

P. 170. 1. Laisaez faire fF.] Let (people) do (as they 

please). Non-interference. 

P. 171. 1. great Frederick Friedlich Wilhelm II (1712—86). 
7 * *4 -fe^aE (#{£1740-86). 7 JJ - K JJ t *ZE£ X IfilS. ffl, 

/c (1757 d\i). 7 7 #**?-—*' (#C&#jH) 

fc’KS' ^'acou- 

2. Voltaire Francois Marie Arouet Voltaire (1694—1778). 
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7 7 y7.<D{Xmm%i!S'&m. 1750~53<pcQ|;;i, 7 !l - K !) t A'3E 
Vtt'ftt Lttyx-->S'ic|,,/ c . &W$it-&m3i&<o±®i>'b, 
JEgtM+ 9 x Mt*»L < iWJLfc. 

P. 172. 1. John Knox 1513?-—'72 I- 7 y 

* a- tr x t giic'75 ; & 0 , *=> ■? h 7 y \-'<oasc^m.^wt ±kkui 

tz- 

2. John Hampden 1594~1643 A ; r ) x©jftrnsjf- £*■—!)# 

yJfriHilc icggS Lfc. 

3. Gaspar de Coligny 1519~72 7 7 yx©{gtij. ^-A'A —-^({>11 
(77 yx©#A-tf ylfc 7 ’a 7 - 7 ? y \-)<oW^c$,fz^fz-t <’it/z 
7'aT7.{i y }■%'<,£. 

4. Theology itgilSili^-* 9 -> +• |§, theos (God) + logia (science). 

5. as David did . . . IBSftSgjfll-k-X7u|lirF6f&M. 

P. 173. 1. Agriculture jgjgifI 777 S ager (field) +cultura 

(cultivation). 

2. George Peabody 1795~18G9 7 7 9 jgi AfM- 

3. Neander Johann August Wilhelm Neander (1789~1850). 

FP7©m fc, -to# 

^o&WiL-c, ‘^iii©3e’ 

£ 4-Cilfitfc. 

4. Julius Miiller 1801~78 h'/fy©#^#. A T yT 7 C©Jf>-~f 

*© ‘ * 9 x btypstt' litot i^rg-e, 9 ~i± 8 wuisi 

CJt5rijlja|L-C^7ci P. 72 

5. the father of the Church History . . . Neander 

P. 174. 1. double D’s D.D. (Doctor of Divinity). 

P.175. 1. the Rock of Ages imt- Mr.iKJi® 260 

#&&. 

2. Cain fill [itjd 4 • 1~16 #1(3. 

P. 176. 1. Fata Morgana |It. | A mil-age. 

P. 177. 1. “ Hear ye Him l" -? ? A 1 C J: Sfifl&ilf 17 • 5. 

P. 178. 1 . Baur Ferdinand Christian Baur (1792~1860). K 

A ^-y7u©#8ESK:5tfckic j; ->-CK<ite+ 9 x 

ic*f Lxm&oMftZM*. *itmtiomm • mmwx.*mc 

LX, v*fc>vpz it’ oliiofe. 

P.179. 1 . Takayama Hikokuro iiiUjgJlfiK (1747(^Jgl)~93 

(«i&5)). rrFi^ft*KfIOij3Ee #-!-¥, ?il?£if¥£ tL 

®OEWAi 
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NOTES 


2. Chrysostom John Chrysostom (347?~407). 

JgAoffcSL zvttt'b L<r>8t#&Sjift©t9>*.ic, 

($i&©p) 03^'?’ £ iil-ftifc- 

3. Augustine Aurelius Augustine (354—430). 

^©Itko^KJ;!), 0si‘4t'i L-C4|i(]x-X^o. 

4. Bossuet Jacques Benigne Bossuet (1027—1704). y y v y, 

©* mi y mm.- 

bitfc. 

5. Massillon Jean Baptiste Massillon (lf>03—1742). y y y 

*©* t y ? ?&&%.■ 

P. 180. 1. Moody Dwight Lyman Moody (1837~99). 7 4') 

*^ sit Lximm, 0 ns 

mmmm'b. w*- (y. 205«. 2 m<\) ®ta 

P. 181. 1. man does not live. . . -v 4 4 |c J: Sflii^ffi : 4 • 4. 

P. 182. 1. Mr. Crossett Jtp. 

P. 184. 1. Bloody Mary 4 ¥ j) x/c(E Mary I (1516~58, #• 

{& 1553~58). * h y y A^ki LX, 4 4f y L 

X»LwKg!iigc^*ff&^. #<®7 - oxxy: y l-mm*MMLX 
Jfo.&iftLfc©X*, (p. 96 n. 3 #ra,). 

2. in the misfortune of the hour 74 y iff}®] LXJitj^, 

^#ttaSISl*iie«©5'6ICS)- 3 fc. t&bb, 

yxHOTfrfett, y T y, ?M#£ 4 -CSp S*i, 

<*. -jzWimm^mmBbivx, a® i it c 
< &{$& < tit, i h i" 3 >ff IJIA< is i" 

©SijSOfpic, i©itf4:oo'ory*/c©x-4)5. 

P. 186. 1. the closest of friendships < <D$- 

^17^:%, ikb i 4jS5 Sfc LV'S&Sro-^tj-fc. ct>rp<(-c.-< y-> 

^'< = T«tt!aat^«SK©EW(»tcK^)-''*-W± (p. 132 n. 1 
^!1) 4>, ftfc&titt, *©&40fpp,fl£ 

iffiL, (p. lln.2 jsj:# 

U42MMMSS PP- 293-295 #M). 

2. Tierra-del-Fuegians 7 * a’itfftA. 7 x 
»®lc$>5ffiii(X*, -v y x 7 yrfilfelti^/ctt7>-fe'y A y ttij-y-. 
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3. “Home Sweet Home” 'y 3 v • ->•>V — K • -<xf vfjsoift 
ft • 20 • 27-29 #BB. 

P. 187. 1. our first parents 7/AixA 

2. “ ‘ neath a curtain . .. tHB/jvFp. 

3. the eleventh hour B<DtUfrb BiStTJfc 12##Lfc, frl'j 

Rt-C, 5 lf#tcS)7fc5. 

© jft. -7 * K J: SIsit#20 • 1—16 g:0B. 

P. 188. 1. Thirty Nine Articles A 4*9 A 

*'')xmm&<vm^W-&Wj%W\bfrKi-Z,tcit>K7£»bMz, 39^ 
1563 IpSlJ®. 

2. “ towering o’er . . . John Bowring © “ In the cross of 

Christ I glory ” © 1 $J. 139 #. 

3. “ What is Truth? ”... 3 K J: 51®®® 18 • 38 H$3. 

4. Bichat Marie Frangois Xavier Bichat (1771—1802). 77 

5. Treviranus Gottfried Reinhold Treviranus (1776—1837). 

6. Beclard Pierre Augustine Beclard (1785—1825). 7 7 '/x 

©*h4r 

7. Haeckel Ernst Heinrich Haeckel (1834—1919). K y<D 

W©**” ti, 

P. 189. 1. “Comparative Religion” itK5tL#J#J: 

P. 190. 1. auto-da-fe [Pg.l Act of faith. The execution, esp. 

the burning, of a heretic. 

2. “ I came to fulfill, ... -v £ fc X. SISt&II 5 • 17. 

P. 191. 1. “Look at me, . . . ^fif^^45*22. 

2. “As Moses lifted up . . . X SlBerHS • 14—15. 

P.192. 1. Webster Noah Webster (1758—1843). TSDtKD 

” ©ttft#. 

2. the Divine Man of Nazareth /f xx • 4- ]1 X K 

3. Pope Leo Pope Leo I (^Efir 440—61). 7?f ?, 

*>5. 

P. 193. 1 Robert Ingersoll Robert Green Ingersoll (1833— 

99). T^ ^njfcafc#* L-C^qbtl5. 
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NOTES 


2. “ For whosoever hath, ... £ A K X 13 • 12. 

3. General Grant Ulysses Simpson Grant (1822—85). y J 
9* (Dim, *18ft*ttfi (1869-77). 

‘TtNfcofc. 1879(Mj&12)^ 

P. 195. 1. Moloch-worship 

is*®#> uje is. 21,20. i -5 & mm- 

2. Yao and Shun v^huif s<ofcm±<o : ti?zx', m 

JzTvRMt 2 * 1 , 5 . 

P. 197. 1. John B. Gough John Bartholomew Gough (1817— 

1886). t /» a <omms®m. 

2. Jay Gould 1836—92 74y#©HfrgL Wf-%.- 

P. 198. 1. Richelieus Armand Jean du Plessis Richelieu 

(1585-1642). 7? vxomwm, 13 UtOj&T, 

2. Mazarin Jules Mazarin (1602—61). 7 7 ’/xO®i^. y 

y PlCOgoWftfctt^ofc. a/ 

7 -icipfL-cttfniWitoi. 

3. the Mormons 1802 fpft Joseph Smith (1805—44) Kiot 
74 y #K:H$bl;2*i,A Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- 
Day Saints ©ft®. -L©jf&yiL Book of Mormon Kiri'S. 
—2?#$*^frLA;fcif-Cii§2*i., ^ y .y _ * v- A 4-CO# 
JtA#, 1890 ^(C, %<DWfc*£ift-lLtc. 

4. Utah... .t/Hryg^©— %&^<Dfc)t>K, 

1896^ (^SUf?©^), 74y*£*?@©ji 

»KllA 2 *l,A. 

P. 200. 1. Renan . . . Joseph Ernest Renan (1823—92). y 

y yzo§i$t, .Sffl.gL -tiff. SHEW, StffPW4i£**>o 
■c*tt+y;*i-**w9Bu ** “%yxEg^iii” *^a 
^©4>© (1863) (i, 

IMjCC, c*tfcf4^W, APdJW«f?*JPlA%©i: L-t, g©p«3 
LA. 

2. “historical Schools” 

3. Judson Adoniram Judson (1788—1850). 7 4 y * ©Jr^®. 

L-c, 74 y*©®W-^il5S®lcA#A^# 

*41 A. 
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4. Victor Hugo Victor Marie Hugo (1S02—So). 7 7 yxffl 

UK “ x • S-fe'7 7'A-” (4*©ft^{f. 

5. Tao-Yuen-Ming p3j)jJii|l!J] (365~427). if IS. HlW • Si5©WA. 
fflHKAi XtiUZ. 

P. 201. 1. Bryant William Cullen Bryant (1794—1878). 7 

/ y * ©g$ A- c‘ a — y £ x(g(tpft % i o' < fil?j£ t, gK&ffc k £ 
g£K 5 A -3 tcm-%,^. tggtt Uf Ui'7' 7 yf 7 x 1- ©i$lc W'& 
LX W 5. fS • 5 • 109, fg ■ 22 • 349 #p,H. V- 207 It® 

©H ‘gif’ #5lffl£*VCV>5. 

2. David Livingstone 1813—73 X 3 7 1- 7 x K ©jVigilji, friy; 
gf. PgMAilT 7 y * ©fljgfc i eitc?>&9, if@l>f■= 

t&Lfc. ---+ -1 “ nv/^l7g” 14, 

M<0 5*>KSmUXWTLtckv*$. m 
• 20 • 126, {§ • 1 • 236 fc i'^ira. 

P. 202. 1. “ Woe is me . . . 3 y x 1 A^Osi? 1 ©^&S 9 • 16. 

P. 203. 1. “Japanese marriages ” B^K- 

(3ft©&£©»£©D“fc 9) 1892 if (fill 

}&25ff, S3gfrtcyfe7 , £o 3If), 7^ y *-C5ialTLfe “ 0#© 

tm" tm-fZ'm* i±, g 

m<omz'smic-zbL?zi><vk lx, 
ov>ft 18941f(cv»fe9, 

JfcSitft- ^•©c©5j((f(c4-f-j-2>Jifflcowxi4, “Sit:, !>£ 
” (IS • 24 • 55) *$!H©t£. 

P.204. 1. Catholicism *' y -> -v gg© katholikos (KHW, ^Pt) 

W) icriuK-L, c©AA-©;®« 

©* i y 5 . * h y 7 ti»LS@S 

It 14, * 1 y 7 s. (gWlfcV'Vs B-vAH 

7^i^tt, n—vg^*1!fgrcv>fcfc*< o—V (4A14ffi#, 4 
fctt^xx) * l y 7^15:^ ©£5B, lsffll©cit? 

* 5 . a.#* v y 7 y’tctt, rswc+'y >v (4 /c14jk4j) * i- y 

7^s^ (%*y '>XiE?x£) ■&%>*>• 

P. 205. El Dorado [Sp.| A place of fabulous richness. 

2. the Moody-Sankey method A—A -f ItOV'-C!4 p. 180 n. 
l^jra. Ira David Sankey (1840-1908) Ii7 7 y 

#, A-r -I ©fgaifcffrcA^ffifrLt, IfilSR 

©fillff, Sill, ISliP* LX, Zcofc'liiyjjWfc- A-f r ^=-y-x# 
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NOTES 


I’. 207. 1 “Pilgrim’s Progress” /y+y (p. 153 w. 2) © 

I’. 208. 1. it is . . . h A IKtnSS 3 • 16 gs.HH. 

2. De profundis |L.) Out of the depths;—used of a cry 
from the depths of misery, jgjftf 130 ^©jgjyjolT)©?:^ 7g§ 
IR. 

3. For fifty days .. . 1888 ((TO 21) if 3 ft 10 a, =.=.-• a 

St-SStC ±5), fy77y'>X3i’J; #7' ilf ^ -7a • anyt'7 

**©#»* t o fc. UU^Hii^ Pi P- 312 gcjin. 

P. 210. 1. But I had what I wished to have, . . . -[•']•;;c 

o it fell, fed • % J)x H©?Ss) $r£"3\ a i) v l'A^oS?l 

1 • 23 gJB. 

2. “I am not ashamed . . . a— -vA^©¥i|Rl • 16. 

3. my home ^M'h5JI|±g®mr 1? #i&©t:- 

4. a twelfth part of an acre £<j3.3 7 ~ jv. 

P. 211. 1. a Christian college 1887 (PTO 20) if 

1893 (TO 26) Wim- #ttt C Olp (1888) 8 R *, *©<S 

i fcofc#, jfc t, t t.Sifc«B5£ L, ©Blfc-f 4 

-csfffiLfc iipMntM* p- 75 m 

ftmm- 


m m 


£ n s ic o k t 
r / y *)igicov>-c 


£ n te o v> -c 


(1861-1930) mi&v-%W±L< Isa^Si£ 

rn” s&3(* 

m», 4, 5, 6, 7 ^fi-t^-?:' ; H.2ii:^'effL<fiflll}© 

<DCh 5 • c ft boftaa l± 1886 4p (K(p 19 *P, 26 
}')/5> ib 1930 4p (llflftl 5 Ip, 70 }‘, ^PEO^P) £ ~C 44 lp[ISj, ^ 


1 i ^ 0 -e$> 5. 


1893 4p (fjl] 26 Ip, 33 }') 

1894 Ip (l]fl 27 if, 34?) 

1897 Ip (IjFJSO'rp, 37}') 2 P]) 

I 

1898Ip (nj)311p, 33?) oft) 

1898 ^p 6 m 

1900 Ip (PJ)331p, 40}') 3 PjJ 


m % £ 

1 ?fcHV' i fi*KL 
'C ? !) x MH 
mtftO Li» 

2 KmMBXA 


xmzmi t 

-t 


lei” ±Sl£2i 

if “mm” 

%Mt LT 


5-7 ft 


12 


& 
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“mmzffi 
%” mt 

LX 


1913 (AlE 2 Ip, 53-J- ) 

1930 i£ (Hg 5 Ip, 70 ft) 

1926 #p (A 15 Ip, 66 ft) ) 

I 

1928 Ip (llg 3 Ip, 68 ft) J 

" '■/ \ siy • 9 !l Xf't y • /( y 

7*5 ifitt 

Zi 1 8? 1 2 tl/c. 

2 §g5-7#|ctt, &.±<Dlftfa;c, 1886-1894, 1902-1924 IpCD 
WIicME $ frfciWftofteSi % &£ ft 3. 




a 4 
xt- 


tftkoil^ti, IffWMfS (fglg), H^AIm (S®2^), 
MWJOSW, BfSK, flnsfi (853, 4#), (gg 5-7 

fabESt), ft COMB C9 u AW* 5 x Mfcco 

WirtiKloj^o'C, ££S{Cfc>feoT, 
*#©fMEi-*-53£8:-c, tHEfcHt, AlJitc, 
fci>OX$)6. fit 

fflliffiffii, £'$££3#£&, 

Cic'i<S<LtW5. 

*&«:«*»&, §®Fffiig& if £ >ifey%$ft 5 B 

*£M<om l, 2«ttgyH*Bo«-H»ic||?$*t-c, 
*^l!L©lnag£ £ $ltj£<§c-£ft, fi v '/ ■ V ft J*y <Dft,X'WLL 
£ft> #HA<DPb1(c#< ©^ne,5r#-c^>^:. 

4rJS34^ 

^^'CA^T-fenP'J (jIDKA^OhiJ#) -tCt'^A 

»W M • M • x a y h t> ‘ x 3 », h • > y y K ’ £ Kfttti&M 

Kfc&Mwcgzgw, bvxiimttvD&m l< 

1M L A (« • 20.79ff). $ blCtLttft5*Klc6 Ct+pxl-| 

£&*& t WfoK, # < oHA&m* brnm-emm $ A, &§g-c 
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4 0 <Dfc>tit>ti<D®l& i> Sff&wft i'o^goHA 
fc. 3F#4rtt£»B«&S, »a*F«ia*i?o^*fc'feo|BItM±, 
£ A/ £" B^Rt&o'CV'TbC £f±, $ ib#l>lt® 5 i> 

£R-egv», 

R-eaSb-CLt 5ttifO, iHM^BAEofcO-CNftS. 

£ (bft^jfgfi, iffct,iciom ttlBftStl-e&oA. * 
t >tx * !) X h mcm L, ^RtMgflteffi 

*<w£ 

ICtt, ^mi5£&#figoTjgk’ (UlMXffil “pWig 

s - mm • • £tir - ‘in*’ £ «&( god * r 0 -c 

v»5sJS, fctf-O&Btlcio'Ctt, 3i?Rfl#05S®0T5£t0, 
4 A 1*1 4 5 SiBOJM£ R 5 £ 10#a^o, ^Jg-c35; 
ttjtjg ggjlorofi f -^m|.qcuooMi'o tz<D-C%>. 5. 
^rtWSH^oAoM-ig'eS) D, 0^4:5315 feje>o®SoStSt?S> 
5^iA/-C'?)5. 

L^L, £*t\©0Kttt:b«>r|BlP*%©£ 
n^S(bL<, ‘aFSAO^R’ £*, ‘R^AoS^^fScoM*’ £ 
friJUfStifc t^Lfffi7 , cC5^i^o£. m%rti ‘It 
(English) is not the tongue that I learned from my 
mother’s lips’ (.%tl[Z < t>tf5 

;fcib^A//<£ , &0'C'£V', — p. 10) 

King’s English Kfij§< Xtf *V»t £ £g 

RLoo4, ^©fcRfe-f'fettv* 
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m 


ic, ft* %©**©**^-Coo'ofcO-CS>5. 

*#©3£fcttJWtt0MI4 King’s English -ett*v»as, f|^& 

56^, §®£to£©££;fc3£S:-c2>5. 

‘S 3f-<oti — 7'f a-’ £;$> i faUf- 

aztucumisis^ofe. 

Icgg^ttoT, <C.'Pt£ 
®t>tixv*fctzv>-ch-ofc (ft-20-i26f). ‘*y xbmvmw 
fzhW B 

&&W i4’C©SLt:v>5 J: 5 ic, fill# 

®£ffi*ft5eLfc©-c*S. to«*Hr<9l*iha:Lr, 3c»-o 
tzfzV'h. DS:iE4®KttV»o'Ci»e>4, tt'tt’#-? t 
$JL, ->jy riSLQ&Sk 37 U-C L * O fc {“ WkfX. 

¥” mi® ‘*-7^^^^0flJiS’-ffl-5-26ff; 45j:t>'B 
• 5 * 292, 294; W# • 394). 

W 1 KWmtt * ~ !M ^©fS¥ i ®fi fc fc» < $ tU 

awa&JiiSritt, ‘ i£1i£<o®TO ’ 

'fx^->-olf’ tmitifcfi-7'iA'i, Z<Dt£B#x& 
Lk7S>tmbiV&ttt>9’C&-r>k. L^^otffOUW 5 - * 
Oit^fciilcS5 4-C, ##ic* - y A A'OffcSfcSI < sit 

tfftilcFSrX#, i't £&< =t*y=i*y t Lxv*x, &3cX"i>Mtt£ 

5-&&Cfci-Z<Dtt£<D±&’ 0&3. ‘i#©3Si§ 

i%feL-CV»fc.) 

tyjLKJj-7 A ^<D£ 5 LkXlkiMVlLXtt, %%<D$&C<D 
^7t£®fiW££8frfc>$ £ ifi-Ct*^. &£*.!£ “^Htv»**(c 
L"C4 3 X 1- % D Ltf* ” a® ‘ i n this glorious selfish 
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m ® 

century’ (p. 17) fi, 19|ifci(e©®$t& D fciW 

jtL, l£|£jD> SoTitf&#o/c#~?4'HJK©fgiS'C2>-3'C, 
Lft&v-CCMt Ol;-C 

2>5. 4fc ‘Cloth-worship, man-face-fearing’ (p. 167) H, 
#-5Ma-©^ “3£Sff^ (f-^'-'t-f'-^^)’’ ©£>It' 
2,5 ‘a£g=$f?’ i, ‘A 

OiSfcftDfcfcO-CfcS. tfc ‘ Die-to-self-ing 
day-by-day’ (0IC=B(C, gl#=lC=JEto= C. t, p. 155), 

‘ Depart-in-peace-be-ye-filled-and-warmed principle’ (gc£> 

#K = 0 - 

g£jra tayofli 2-16; p. 143) — 7'f^iffi 

t Oian§-^ > . & 9 y ? £>tt5 C £4 £'fi> ^ 

•< -C * - 7 -f *<0&W0$> 5 • 

W'LilOP'-?-!■>i'0!E©5£tg©#S# ! l#*ti?Lv>Of± ‘A® 
i ‘ ’ 4*c-c» 5:©lfe^##li!^-©fcj£itcW- 

,trj’3J:5lc&5fco*i'-C, *P£ i %ic^ic^-c^#, &*p 
©i&SCIi t WH&it. © ! l'.|f0 5 Flt/i& % © t & 5 ■ 

CCDX5KL-C, M #©3£$Ctt. <SftK%)ffl<Di!><Dlti, fro LX 
*s fr&vw L#5:H'tcilSLif/c2>©#cf : 
#2,5. *©|glfr, i-C'2,5. 

•Dikiis® 1 ^OUSSiC ‘Encouragement’ (-M#J) £Lt##fr 
5 # - 7 7 

Veracity, true simplicity of heart, how valuable are 
these always! He that speaks what is really in him, will 
find men to listen, though under never such impedi¬ 
ments. (M3I> '11'®^©2> !)©£■£, 
fa- ill ci©'il'©Set •SrHo 5#fr, toss© 
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#@#©10 

«#»*©#!»©tK* in# £ 4Stf 4 Sr, Wif^btt 4 tf L !) 

flisttfc, -^OtSiCOO'o/clO-e^S. CtLililCDgfO^ili 

©*»■?*s«w-c*<, mc<o£mvta%■$*>/*, 

$.4-M<Df£tyi t t <D\&-4zffiflre$> 0, tfcZ (Oj&Sjoffl&x 
*5(«-17-66). U>*.|cco|||tt4r%-,-C*#lc«-fii,tf, FW 
&EEItfctltC~C%>, '4k<Di-'<XZJj-jLZ><D-C$>Z>. 
frifom 2 tt, ^#ofi(qio^f#-c?)S. ziLtm 3 # “ 3$ 
O No. 2 ‘Independence’ (Iilj;&) 4S^5 ljgK' 

S> 5. 


More than gold, 

£ D, 

More than honour, 


More than knowledge, 

frlS&lc %•£$!), 

More than life, 

SsSsKi-tm. 

0 thou Independence! 

$>%>, &A/CfflufcJ:! 

0 ye kings, 

bbtt*> x. 

0 ye princes, 

hb'A itba. 

0 ye bishops, 

bbvmttb x, 

0 ye doctors, 

bbP$zkfci > i, 

Ye are tyrants! 

&AsCbttminmx$>z! 

Alone with Truth, 

MH)MS±£lc$> i;, 

Alone with Conscience, 

aoA'C?4^ic* &, 

Alone with God, 

?4t)#4&lcS> 0, 

Alone with Christ, 

lili!) + y X h 4&(tS> i) t, 
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I am free! Ui&S't'&S ! 

2=fypo#yx h#oett*4iL*SSL-c, ffcAtHftiafe-f, 

fc£t^c-tiblt#£*!Jx hfcfiU 

WrftiSfe, D-CI!tfl:oflHfp4tiaii04ffi4:Jlv»fc. 

*#ocoSBti«!)IS#iS5«tfc. ]5Aoft 

®i#»iKtt^i5»a:v». FWjfiHO* 3 x h fttiSUP 
«flctt«i|B^||#iSiLiiflfti,-CV»5^, C€>®jtcDA 
rtW®Htt5?A0'C?0*i*5A-C*)S. 
j*1-5fc»0^r'C*5. 

% 1 # !C O V» -C 

“^ttv>3WcL-C+ 3 X Ht*i* 0 L^” tt*#©lfc*:fc£ 

ISHfe©*-?*, 1IWWlcj2;<tofcftMM1*©-o-e, -f-cic# 

1893^(0^26^, 88^)lcaB*-ce««lt, W^12fl 

l- casei #s©%©-e 

& 5 #, 2 #g (DUS “ (AS®0 *A ” (fg 2 «) K3* 

< ft, 0 *JEtt 1895 if m 28 if, 35 zf) 5 fj KUJDsrC. 7 A 3 
*)Efi|oI(¥ii^tC'>*rft:'tH)E$ti/7fc. frifiF?gji©3££ “ K 
±K” Kftte-ockiSf, Hjfr^&©3££ “S^oaffl” K 
&f£ot £ 8*p, [S|^S “&©A” K.'Jcft'OC t.llifQ%>-otz. 
1888 if (IjP) 21 if, 28A) 5 f] 7 £ 3 L/cSf^-fi, 

<bft^^r$Mt®i^ffi(Kffc® £ fcofe#. 
HSBi5HiSf^U*C, fc:f;S>4 * J3^£i§fc>ftA (|JLj*-75 ( 
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‘ irn^vm®- ov»-e»-*«ifiq6R m 

mm t &olsoi^ i 9 b oraRo«w«iffi^«5c>«f© 

»c^ttS^U J ^-c^^o/ci Lt, 7p©3|, 

ii> /pHE 

•Snic^LA, Pf^ieffc-fSK#*v»KJficjp§iiLfc (iliA• 92, 

‘’)• *©& 1, 2tiolfc 
ft, y x KKbfo.S.'t tt, — 

^ IC ft <£ o -C jio-< < ftjf L o/c. •£ L T jE.B ©§H 

“ + i)x Mi$fO&<'£a6” 
(®*1), “ ” (IrJJ i) &£'fc$jv>-c, # < 

^fclttfclSIv*, ft£l$I¥lc$$V''<x£j»5v^ ilioaBSr® 
O', /c££t>ICLT;£££5fc;b:ft<3fc^o*: (ill#-106, ‘ t> 
< ffi?:f ’)• *miiZOffiKmbttitz % O'Cab 5. 
xm&mvmm. sw, fit#, tB®©©$& ea, mrsy 

#<o£A D . C • -</u^o/c^O?IRK:pLv»0'C, tg£v> 
ifc^SWW-S. 

BT “^diA^(cL-C+ 5 x D Lfa, lg-Kffl 

0'D^o^” £jg-f M'£fc#£fii|#-C-f. fij&o 4i$fc 

i ~CIctHJtLbJS t), ifcAOS^fiiBOXAfe-bcDfJ-CiaMLt L 

■JLA. Ht-CKfiStilf-C, L-C^5^:ibT> 5 *-C, 

-c# Sfcftoc i D-c 

# (1893 #6.^25 B, t). ffiC3££, f@$:£|R, JilTloJC. 
B - 5 - 259; |l.|# • 363). 

j*n?wiE-f-5o%!>«ofc. m&csc® 

^ot, ®^(4Lt 0 KM'i'ofc 
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m & 

x 5- iK* 

(O')]tiifcfitpK. I20ft£c *3ro0.ftv^*$$*o4:, EIT 
tl? 0, #51413 WfcKIrt&ffl&fr 5 i ffiv* 

±?. 0*18*111^^5^(4. 4^#36-C^4-*A/.^ 

f*t(c-tli, D L-C, S%^flJ*tH)85&S-(c 

o * C'MBJjZn Co <£> 0 *C-f (1893 *1113 2 0, JCSli 5 • 

0 .5-261; |.L|* • 366). 

3$ij£€> 5 *>IC, (4IfL^©liI&‘S*jlo-C^fc^(4. *ffi®W 
l8(t*t&M;f*^(4, LT’7 U *-C-*^(C-jclL/cC, 
i3£J(c^*®-CT, 0 t 

v^fc. ~?>u(4■># 3*coH!)8^7 w- 5 y ^ • H • :? 

<lLfc^, ^l4#'£^fe>:fAa6ibofc. 

4tU5fc-h# 0 4 L/c. 4"C(c 3 MUliitllcKfiiLt 

Lfc.d <D#<DtJ)>t)CDjjtt, )JIJ(cSK:fiiIi*-iSIOR>tl 1C % £> 

v>£-ttA/-CLtci*, &<Oj]<D, f y x h ^Hcopg^ta t SSflili 
£ (C 08 f- 5 ffi 0 ^f?to®^(co^’ClS^^ttlL' < l§-p fcnPll 

(4, % fc>(cH-(4'li4-*A/.^4. (c 14(4 7^^ 

B&S, #<;€> ‘gffcfftgst?’ttSSROrt#**#* y * 1 

KlHOligilffl-^^ftlifcKI-f £33tW& if *.lctrl'C2i./v'C'. M* 

5*©5§ff*^»f>5(CSibA/C £*S?4*vi*. 

^H14l( 4', 7 A £(41i^®^i* 5 ^ 5AKl]^ 

$^5-cLj: 5. y *-c##(c*ASl% ‘§!K: 

HI-D^-’ AAo*_hlc, f I Jill o i i ffl © 'iC K flili« pl] ic A V" -c 4 

•Cbi 5- # — ?'f A-0 “ 7 y^-'- • ? b y f i-MS ” *(4'. 

0H®W*ICOV»-Cft 0 Mir## 1 . t^tOAOS-C 
*ASvfc‘B£’Z>*33&'^C i(4, E|3_h(f 3 £"?%& 3) t-A-C. 







252 m an 

.ST ftl-f-ofc 0 f±J> f) t-fir/v (1893 

T 12 U 14 a, j|CIKi 0. 0 * 5.262; [i|^ • 368). 

W"j£i&o ft. 

£ hx, ■> fj T5 f'pico ^, ;g? 

L7c .?i4oir.(c®^i^L, }t|Jc9;}-jg$ f) £lf C 

°" :> - if #i£ygj£:f 5 c £ £ 

. $A£L~cit, iSiK:(iI^'#OfnjA%, x>£f£fa-oxa 

lc L&A'oAc £ C 3£8iWc-0$ \) X~f. •£ LX7 / ]) #©lit 

ifiofiliffi, ^&*A© ‘#.E|L’ £^3e>5£feff. 

U(J5 co-cT. c < ft 

o r, fAtt—e>/v c t %M u 
IJi^: S H#—J: 5 £ (4 L ■£-£/(/-CL fc. ‘ ^ 
°* 5&itMr zmv*x, 7* ')fi<D-mm&4kom£* 
l’5T'C'^'4'j'As LA i L' - f^.x*+yxl'CF>LNi 
DOsfiTi Lt, (1894 ip 

1^30, jjClflj; o. [ 3 . 5 . 266; |jj;fc .'372). * 

L^L7^ y *-C'<7)W)KO^f±$gl, |gj@J|CJK©i«tt*fejH 
liSZtlfc. 5fjoc ±-C$>6(B-5-284; |ipp . 389). COP^fC, 

^ ') fjxcomiiUcoiifi^i-^, 11fc 7 $ 

tL-C, ##£M 

> y £ %fc§ij)g. 

HTfiiJ, fnjlifpco -f 7 — K • 5p7VK£> 

jAli'iK'fef o/c, &&81 <£>!,!;-< 5 ! c ft# ‘gfflo 

B'/yx’ t4iAiL/c6, •fc&fBf-CLj; 5A>. 

(18951^12^140, j&ggj; I;. a • 5 • 297; |Jj^;. 396). 

LfaLj S y ®ELtjg<> i 
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5^<*DS600»*3l»DSLfc44lfiJSi*o-CL4o*. 

T / !) *-T?O^WlCKL, 

hM S', X7 y h b W- 

JKm< 0 Y.M.C.A. co “HSr#” 

®cL, i-wH® 

(CiSKLTiRttlL, XOfflSifcfefflJKLfc. R$IC 1904 ^(M 37 
44 :f), B*«#BI!#©a[MlOC4-C*o^. rr^fj^cofl 
¥©**, “7?-#®” *||©W*fttf5M«-21 

•43), — ^^^(fr^cD^L'^b-C^fc^cO^ t'N Ry 
KlQJK 3 ®(OEp^ 1 ^ ^ fc;h,-C*fe. »#©-£ t * 

# r Mtewsn: ” momm tn$mtcmbhfzm-2o-224). 

M yR)KKo^v»-C7 ^ y?yKBK, xi-rVfglK, r 
x^-^§§)K, 7?yxR®3S:ifiS«*fc38ffS#t, K-f S'ggRg 

tt»:5l^5l5^#*3iUiSIC£ofc. C 5 L-C£- *c07x 
rn • -V-?y yMOfflgtctitZtAsi'ffifrbtiftfaifcftmti, 

3-a .;X*i-e(i|>o<aiib^I, eqfcibM fry **&»#< 
© Sffl^ ©Wi* r>, 

6 /c. **tt 13 *©<$•£ fc-f tffcfjl©* !) X b ibt^co-^ 

iiu, *^56±0—*^4*-9fc<0-CJbS. 

jk«&a5*?3*u 1"t* 
»#OftSf^fcL-C, S***#©**©*'?* 
*%JK<«fc4*vcv»3. ^K©#2M*Mtt8:©i*!>*e, *§ 
©!&ft:# 0 #©&Ft&JlK:. v»^ici£< Jf < SAz-ev^S^fc^ 
5. 

#&*{£fi!5IR: gKXWI® tom (1938). 55CHRIK 

(1958). 
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§.mm: (saw®) mim d9ss>. 

oi*»k«- FWjifti 1 ®?: nmxmm tfuims). » 

(1955), c&fTJig (1970). 

8: mmc&£m (#JII»£) ^45^1 (1954). 

m 2 m ( 1902 ). 

SR 0 *iai*5R $ 5 § (1963). 

(StBfiMJ) ^5^ (1967). 

-awu*: WRifSfcp(is^f^a)A£©*fg8#(1967). 
£?E£tA5>f><D (£!;€>£&) 10 MOif 
S?5# (1968). 

feWBIR: (£#«*) rtW«= Cf*^»tt) 0 *<D&m 

m 38% (1971). 

Af^g&gR: amii), to ffi (1971). 


9 SS (T^B'tf-y 

y) tfcfc-tfiifc, IV 

fei-tSn-a y btltcVX'hb 5 

W±ta y *A(c io-ctv- y * y (j timm 
ffcfcfs*. fc*-u y Afcfg^u 7 ^ y 

V y i t) 4, 

fi5^}C^V'll3'C,'?r>^7cVi'CV>^. A ]) x < d ? n 

OfSfWSr^lfi t L, S h y, fj — 5f*vf ^ 7 — x*7 

'DOWiL, y :* hffctc||-f 5§4fef±, l¥!)xA®i 

*>Ufc$<D£&^<Sg^'ev»fc. • ^AfiiNgfcfiHjffi 

f±:f"Cg>3. LjfcLipH 

f4^“s •?> 5/S*. 
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8¥ 88 

0&jH*BtIlfflrcov>-c, vHwX&K-oviX, 

Wii-c^uK'is. $• 

AA^tfcASA&^c: itta^-C2)5. 7tL^lc^©*.-C(±*S 
i'tmn %t>th At% Sctr#© i 5 IS i't?& 9, *# 

S#tf-3tv>5i 5ic, na®^#o»v»fc*i L-cttAg;fr 
0&0-t'2>5 5. ^J^HK>ftt5ifOM 

7 ;* J) 

ib&t ftA&g- £ WO* 5 C £ f±l$ bii^h 3 ■ Z 
<DC bft7 J V *A(D<pK'>~')-, fr^yy, '<*'%%}£> ti~ 
5#<0i:^&iF#£iS<3f@L, GiV'RIf ££tf 
ifc^K^Nr-C^fct £Jt ^otSEI^StvS. #<07^5* 
A#ig#£A« : £*$?£fcV'Mfi, RLtio ‘gP’ 

WlC3-By/^BOA'» ! i. 7 
,< y ‘ISP ’ &ft£ U *5v>fiA^©SB1t 

£f±s $ 

tb&v>. ■£ftfiA3 : fc£ o 
y x vii —4f(Rit?S>5. ztifc—'ft 
•ett&KIvf, Stii^j'C'ttffia §tb, 

•tfcfrt,, y * bfcftCPD#*. 

Std{S{C|]7£St'C’J:^. ^0fii'Cf±f{:&%fl(:2R%, ffcSss % tiS: % — 

5PFIS-0*5 £A5^©ftW 0 AW+ y * hitiBftfttS 

-%, ^ • AAtt£*5 LrfcHffK'tfc^ofcOKiKL, 3- 

p y^i©A*ll, Ailf^ “ • * y + y • 4 y 

t y i/s. yf-” £^A/-CWc K4 ^ y^eofc 

i 5(c ‘l>iooS#W4a»- 0A0*y * bfteS-fGH 

$)-#, £v>5 c ££, 
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K£#©±#lc«-3< - & lo+Jx hffc 

SrSi'Oil*)-iOfSJfcfi, £^£*£*£^#£5 ' (§g 

4^ ‘A Letter from Dr. Eucken’) <t gljg L, ggL tz<DX- 
4> 5 • ty£.K.$it, 3 — uy i 

Wz Citi, Ct- t'& 3. 

9 x Mfcttt, i'oj; 

+ fftti'Oi 51CLT, i'<DJ:5&4r!JX h 

4 *r») -c*. 5. 

PREFACE Of®) 

>3 -C 

Will the reader receive them as the unadorned ex¬ 
pressions of a human heart,. (ggfc> < f±, C 

tli-A<OAmo»b^om D & L-Cffll £>*t.) p. 

10 . • iWjittm JsiTra o 

cfx,tt®ftK5|JFi $ tifc * — 7 A ^<0 en¬ 
couragement (agjsij) 11 i> ic, $S*'l:'o<i; 5 
* !>. t'oJ: 5 4 < ^ ttot 

£3. 


INTRODUCTION (Ha) 

I propose to write Zioio I became a Christian and not 
why. The so-called “ philosophy of conversion ” is not 

my theme. I will only describe its “ phenomena,”. 

iS5 C 4Ht, tufcLtfW^ltL 
-C^ !) + vKk^tzfotv* 1 } t 4-C&3. 
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m ss 

\S>£> ttbtuoii-c 

fiftv». fctcZvmk* L5fC, ) p. 15. 

iKDttl-fWi, #¥, §t&, ff& 

ft ifo+ y * h»g&*BS3 5 i f±Lftv>. -v» 

;Mc»3 Lv»ftib^«o«* as • l • 70ff) icH*.**, 

«ftOft»KV»i»lC»oft*>, V»jWcLrtO*»»#PRft5 + 

y * h o +4f*lcj:5IHI|ofl|# fc £ aSUft* 

-log-book (M/f50iS) (C-SoV-C, 

*ft*iBv»ft!SS&85W'tS. $tiS4#4SiU, ®£tr#©'L> 

fcjesoficco/cfe-t:'^ 'o, H-C*«»5. INftt# 

•c, SSt^-C-CL-i-ofcie^ib^S. *1/C*©&©*2|f0 0 
«ttgio-CV»ftv>. (ft«LfBt«)S “0?es®^” 041-0 
BK#fc5as, c#ittK«*3B^coi4HE'eiiftv»—0 • l- 
339ff). 0€>i--<t:^?ilJ^L 

tc<D~Q'hh 5 ;fc. 

CHAP. I HEATHENISM ®fO 
£#tt 1861 Ip 07*2$$ • *A7Clp) 3 23 0, ffF/M5JI| 

<0±H\&l®W®<D—M-C, $?±FW&±2&iG£, \'J <D^]V^^-h 
L-C&ttitc. rtWKtt/hJ|'*«SfeS[3ROjELV»i:DR*S[ffS‘C, 
£Ht*$s©**i9>fc!klc, «MCfWfiflci>v»tVCV»fc. 
tvkfcbK, 3&3%*b vivere est militare (4< 3 t£f±i®5 
Ci4D) h< 0 Wi^ 3 < 0 P§65r, b (i vivere est laborare 

(*< sciiii< ci*i))ioa(i»i s Pfni»a4fts-j-5-c> 

1f£, •^OJfli^o4 , Ki9)^^K:SW-ov»-cv»fc. $<bfc^t±#j 
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if'cfab#*, ^tt 

uvbvwfwm t) ®-rt t k, 

Z%Wl‘&bLX<D&M%, Christian militant (!|fc 

D^f ty) t LX, 'ifc too much independent (t)< 0 

rs) 4«!8»H5RifOllbLV»aS:OAi U 

•C, ItL<iwoo, R<. 

cili, 

#lC#^-C^^'(t'CS)5. w1%KX>V>Xtt, 

5-/HtflS Sr'S? #£#£>&, 

Side by side with these and other instructions, not 
inferior, I sincerely believe, to those which are imparted 
to, and possessed by, many who call themselves Chris¬ 
tians, I was not free from many drawbacks and much 
superstition. 

bK&Vbtl, Sfc&MtTWSSflllCjt^-C, 
<DX'-&v>tt>feUtmfBLX\s>Z. LfaLftifib, SftOtok 
Lit, Pintle # < <OX.^ iifiic mk. btlXVtfcO-C&Z.) 

p. 21. 

issst-j-c arm?z. *Lxc<o®%%mmt$iffmn, n 

IC^iKOlittlC, % JJ x !•»©»*. fcor* LX$£& 

5 t #lc, Hit,©* !)xH (ifiric ‘ 5 x h 

S’ tnfffftS) as&SJtSitt, 

SStfcS. 

*#Htt tc'y-v-mxfr bm%mmmx& ^ tz. ltqll 

ic%, I ct&giirZ. 

The number of deities to be worshipped day by day, 
till I found my little soul totally incapable to please 
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them all. i fc %MIL 

)n\t> 0, ■w* tc t> ft Lttc<o/js$ %mtc x ■oti-'<x<oli}i* % 
ffi%Z-tt6ctlri£<^niffif£tZtZ>KM^ft.) v- 23. 
c C, 5 * y * h Sic If 

Lt, *»LT*©&S|*««i*S. 

But a relief came at last. (L^L, ©V^f±ot^lC5t5/c.) 
V. 23. 

©-C& 5. 


CHAP. II INTRODUCTION TO CHRISTIANITY 

(*J)Xh*^©An) 

btt«*^«nrK^*»K:jsi:**#b# 2 gi£ 

1877^(0310^, 17*) 8/I 27 a &}\\frb'M'l& 

mmm&wmvmtmiLz ufluoct-e 
2 >S. KUII#Iff 8 S^©*HiH*i»b. !SlftS:ftoSfB*^©ls 
jtti®S!iOt oRifK:, 153(5© 

*-f*9 x h«©ft?L4rft«-*«-itflf*fe«:v». 
5- L^Lfllc 

9^8Httl»0«!*lcAS^ft^, BUS® W-S-*7-* 

ute&fc*#, a*5t*#fc^icacfli*iiofc. 0ijL-c3t;s<^ 

2LKkt>&a* mm-r 

SPf-C, ov»|C|MvC, Cove¬ 

nant of Believers in Jesus (4 •2.x£'(ji:f : 5^f<£>fff'']) iC|f£ 
LT, + Jlx 

< f? ^ 

ft. 
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Monotheism made me a new man. I thought I com¬ 

prehended the whole of Christianity, so inspiring was 
the idea of one God. The new spiritual freedom given 
by the new faith had a healthy influence upon my mind 
and body. My studies were pursued with more con¬ 
centration. Rejoicing in the newly-imparted activity of 
my body I roamed over fields and mountains, observed 
the lilies of the valley and birds of the air, and sought 
to commune through Nature with Nature’s God. 

f±fcfcL*frLv»Alc Lit . t>f cttt* ') x hffcfcSfft 

o< LfcfcJBofc. 

tc<D- CS> 5. COffL CD % It b L ft C Off L WWI'M 1=1 

Elm, *>fcUi-®4 

fe«tfeffi**lcSE#U3k!Js ib, Iff 4 4 < HIi 4 < 3314' % * < 

5 4 Life.) P- 29. 

*Lv»A4*ofc*#l±, frLWtW^S 

KA5. 

CHAP. Ill THE INCIPIENT CHURCH ( 3m A. O £$:£•) 

lfi-blcRrto-a-c, 

‘ £$:£ ’ B#lt 1878^p(Hjj 11 18 *), + D •> * y*f 

a-IJ © i^fL^itSc $ ibXfr b trffrK 5 &(D C 4 -e, * 5 x h ffcf± 
*#4Lra<Mfe*>*i/CV»fc. ifctUBtt 

1 /ttO-NHiBHr-C, WiElcttHB^IftiiSWaL, Ao 4 J: 5 * < 

2 --p!ctrf, % * fe-f, t&tt %-bbUi. 
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^D0^±0^(^:0#K fl|0^go^ji4^Offl-C2>ofe)4 
Lt, jgf^o?4^coSf5Et, tmfittc, ^ISOli.^ 

X Mfctt, T / V *©=*.- • 4 y/7 y K<D?ffffc0ScDtf*X,$r < 
A/£jE@cW&*y X H^-c^ajiic, ^ 7 - ^ tc i o-C-^i®, » 
tt. BllBfflTF, i 5 HUB** ft 

fc> ty ^ h wc^h^fc. 

tctiL? 5 — if lrt&fvtKyii$-t& C t %%$.%_%.■>!)*-lit bhV^OX’ 
(p- 48), ^<D+y X hffcfcttfBiffc—B’k&ofcfcLV'. 

L^#tu>lic« 0 + y X hffctt, 

4ii£."t L£ -it^fDX'hb 5. 

coiHWTt 4 - e©j:5fc*yx 
IM 5 #. §?£<£©:» fc *S[lc#&*.oo, t"0 j; 5 i IS 

{fU£@£®WLfc;5>. ®e>©H@ac:i©^f±, iicTi©#® 
2£fc©$&^£ffif±, t> It t % f& fe> <D 5ii?fi'i£-co a ^4® li 
—fWRlc%fc«Eic%—BJ4 b-bti-f, tzizimvwmifci: t) 
fc, <bft3, Mt+yx 

< -t t Sfc>-£5 J: 5 ft® ibOHJ&WfSCT^ffio— 

#, c<o^3$(c, ifOBKiSKLT, 5Sfct^g^ 
^Sfc, ftSt^ft^y-C, @IB©S^i3--^T4?r2£CjLo 
o, g$coj:5lc, WW£ 5tcmbti6. CivH~^<omU%<0^m 
ffix-hz. 2fc3 r ^©ff.fK'& y, i^tf #©£'$:# £*£>•£. fgg© 
&££*.»&£ £-£:flcf±j?;d>ftVv 

&c#ft, t> zt> zimM^Km&^spiimimfeizv *?)%, 


ifcL-cgEU<Dfcv>c 

c<D'h £ 4ffc£r 4, 'ifob 44r*ff fct.#v»*ic*U 
1879^05, Jg£^€L^t§ifc££j?.^U 

8 * (c L fc 4 # <3 K J: < ^ £ ft-C ^ 5. 

Glad to be in our College-home once more. We found 
a table well spread with tea and sweet things waiting us. 
We told the brethren all what we saw in the metropolis, 
mostly about churches and Christians there. The im¬ 
pressions of the metropolitan churches upon us were not 
altogether satisfactory. We might just as well remain 
contented with the flour-barrel pulpit and all the rustic 
simplicities of our own little “church.” Cmt/fc)tlb?)tfc. 

L-Cl&f&cDfS: 

KOWC, atofikbK-ffiitfbtt. 

V, * 'J'ryffltiZV&W.t, 
(D’jjfrtsb'b i^o feO’C?>5. )P- 
49. 

L* UK &©«:©*&%. £%4<, «*^#©8SfKflK4S^ 

»*w**%iurs*»* <45. 

*ici 400 4#-?:©#o;d»l?4&5©-C2> 

5. 

^ < t*#fc t, tt 4 ^noqtJRt^efcit4« 

©#fCj&V»00. 

Had it not been our dream to have a real church,— 
not a toy church,—as soon as we went out to the world? 
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Before we thought of having homes or making money, 
we thought of building a church. Let us, as our John 
said in his sermon, “ disperse heathens as we do street- 
dogs,” and conquer men, devils, and all, with our united 
force and courage. 

-$ t> f OWc&'C'fr <- C k ft, t>ilb?)W~ Cli 

k 5 Vo C k 2>i]ilic, 
frtifotittt-fgc&ltM-cz c k i?3 

moty-om-itzX 5IC, fe5 J: 5K1H« 

mSri!off bv>’, nkm%ki£tnt-c, ARIi, SM£, 

p. 68. 

CHAP. IV A NEW CHURCH AND LAY-PREACHING 

m #JR©Wh*eiSUfc. SiJL-C^SL'fc^cDefcffl^-frto^. 

< —ff©(— 

^ICAfufcfNtiU *C**L«/Clc£;iiLk. fSHttfUt <b 
1CbtiaiAtetofc 

(if-23-131). m^lrittzK*') X hfcOlif 
jfticKLT, 5 £?»« 

Afc (B -5-28, 30, 39, 42; [il# • 649, 694, 706, 709). 

®b<D hi, c 5 LX®b<D£.1&<Dtpm, v>&£g|5 

X'&-otz. ^LXmbHiom^^^^XLt-ofz. ®bt± 
—ocDlfcj^lcJ® LAV^. L^L^E—'o, ®{tp—o, /7rvx 
—*5* b§l:IC#<cD»D# 
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&?6 c t JS-o* *, o fr, 

&-ibroco|«o(B#fi, frLv> 
—ofC^o-CLt ofc. *©18*7;* y *OH: 
m'bW&OMWZ&btlZK^fc. ft±<D?t L*C, Ifb^j; 
t>f±JE£*.ib.£%fcf±, fC&ofc. «Hca*&i*H'C> 
i«m $*#«:, flick ©Me j^t, *LHfte©ltoi:*sw 
U — |B|jfiLO(ci:tf J: 5 &®5iift©5fC, Zvig&ZZEffil-c, 
Z&9lC&titi&liU,'CL*v1k (0-5-22, 34; m*.686, 702). 

Dec. 28.—Drew money from the Bank, and paid it to 
Rev. Mr. S. 

S. Church is Independent. 

Joys inexpressible and indescribable! 

The result of two years’ economy and industry was 
our freedom from the church-debt, and well we might 
leap with joy and thanksgiving. Here is our Magna 
Cliarta: 

“$181.31 Metropolis, Dec. 28, 1882. 

Rec’d of Mr. Jonathan X., the sum of One Hundred 
and Eighty One Dollars and 1 hirty One Sen, being the 
Balance due the M. E. Mission, on account of a Loan 
($ 698.40) to the S. Christians, to assist them in build¬ 
ing a church, in the year 1881. J.S.” (12 28 0 ggff 

a»fo&4r9l#tHL-C, 45c® S 

S. ftettttilL* 

HOs iiic% c tlikicik< Li.?! 
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2 t t <o\ kimr, $&o mg* &b?» 

-t!'S>5. BrD'i:!i£#}f t t) 

1, & 181 n 31 §M 1882^12^128 8 fT»IC*C 
tilt, «^©#H#4r»«HtA/iS*»lc, 1881 ip, S © 
y y xft y|g£tr^L. yy ->*x b^WUsiHSJ: D 
5 g<fe (<& 698 P140IM1) ©?j|f iU, &181R 
31 am*, a** v*ftJ:9iElcafH'tf5 %©*!>. 

J. S.) p. 86 . 

■J-ii Cv»tfi»!)oaS:oArttt®HH:, c©s, tlililiYr.ffciir 
4 4%IC*£L;fc©-OlS>S. «*»*-** ft £©« 

fciv<D&8b : fc1>8t>%fr-?fcttfrOfr> -^^(c 
-oof$:£ % a 0 f\ fc»£-fe**f *-ffl L*# 0 (I#-Ofi*S« 
£flRfc4'*j§ib-f, i'iot ‘ </>£>•$3 
kJE/Ltfro*^#©®±C©itffP4ffi#4 tt, ccK^com- 
^*EpL*o-e 2>5 (m*-270J»T; “FW®= 

OS*BI*” III *fW®H 4 *§»££•' #10 • tofaflitt, 
* 5 #«T* l#t 3 fc » ©*S* )fc s • 

CHAP. V OUT INTO THE WORLD-SENTIMENTAL 
CHRISTIANITY (ii©^—jfKfglft* 5 * US:) 

wk&iW-M' SKi&O, 

©use, e<®#45Xfcp, d 

fcfcittLT. **©«JIKHWt4BJi><bft, amy* 4 *s«H- 
5% if, ^§©#214—l>^lc%l4%^;$>-e$>-o/£#, L^>L 
*LV»«*4SB3©A4*S. 

April 12, 1883.—Depression; no spirit. 
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April 22.—Repented my past sins deeply, and felt my 
total inability to save myself by my own efforts. 

Incontestable signs that the good Angel was coming 
down occasionally to disturb the stagnant pool of my 
soul, that healing might come to it some future day. 
(1883 ^4^12 0 L. 

4/J22H m < 

C 4 kZtmLtz. 

Ciltt, ftXX-o-C, £©**<**«*© 

V»oo0tca», 5 i Lt:v>5 t i 

©, SH^skfeSfSLSLtNfcS.) p. 91. 

TB-f («• 1-70). 

©till©* 5* hi*if±-£<8!|ffi<0*><D-C&3 Gf.23-118). * 

jx^^amcjj-trsu, engine 
giK-L-c, *©£H*felKLJ: 5 
fc. 

ft. gn©g, m 
gft$£>-C, 0, 

©MWJ©S®’C2>5 7p' !) A^ars-* <ft<C>Lfc. 

c<Dm%ttfafr-cfrb%%<o%z.xv>ftc £-c&ofc#GJj$* 
749), jeottiatiaftfeKsctts^ *■ t ©Bijjg($gg_t©*iji) t 
V> 5fc(0.101-106; 111$ • 750-756). 

i/5 $ © fR & M rll ~Q 4, gg— 

©@ft'j-t*% o fc. 1 «c^#f±$flfOP{j-cf±—■l-$6)% 
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t£, tfcfc-cMIg-c&SffiMtf’'. §t>ae>-ci^-c, £fcS#*-c 
S>5. giii^frS’iSLfeOtnifcv*. ffol*Olii@Kl 
itt, po^figSrfBftU ^!)xhOl#Ot¥^oI#^L 
$U(>ZC t-C&ofc. 

$ fo»c^#icttsgaoiigg^s>o*. &**tfc;ssfe©SB#t? 
fcr?fc»#tt. w&v'/ 9 x*-*yiS1*'*'C j e:$'0*ofeJ:5lc, 
^!)X hf$:£>f>oT:H:fc&t£5 fc^5^Sfc'bfcJSH’U 
&£;££>-C7;< 9 *^j®ofeO*C?)S- 

But the search after personal satisfactin was not the 
only motive that impelled me to take this bold step. The 
land which gave me birth requires from every one of its 
youths some unstinted contributions to its honor and 
glory; and that I might be a faithful son of my soil, I 
needed experience, knowledge, and observations extend¬ 
ing beyond the limit of my country. ( L#* Lffl AWiiSi 

©S&iieHt£lt#> tO^Ba*ff*l© p S— 

fcfcLSrg/Ofc'&tfflfi, *©H¥©—A—Alc*JU 

p- 102 - 

To be a man first, and then a patriot, was my aim in 
going abroad. (tfAi^SCt, C t, 

CtbiSfefcLO^HffSOSW-C^'pfc.) P- 102. 
4ft5SLfc#fc, g#c9SSg&©45C^£> i 

»*c, i ’t'-t-cfc^*©#© 
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71 9 Pf JC 1884 ip (0lj 17 *p, 

24}-) 11H 6 HOC tX'h'D^z- 

CHAP. VI THE FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF CHRIS¬ 
TENDOM (* 9 x MfcHOHlEp^) 

%-gtt7 S 9 *£* y x hft ^fcj#|^£j®offl;®#!|5£2>C 

My idea of the Christian America was lofty, religious, 
Puritanic. I dreamed of its templed hills, and rocks 
that rang with hymns and praises. Hebraisms, I 
thought, to be the prevailing speech of the American 
commonalty, and cherub and cherubim, hallelujahs and 
amens, the common language of its street. (}• 9 x l-|fcH 

r/ 9 isnfc, itmm 

i JC® 0 fg < S&tAc ^ 70uggffioii§ LAte, 

11 y/A0fSjlC03 <^-&L-C45 t), 

i, y ilifOQfi/cilo-Oe/t.) p. 

105. 

£«U!Xv»fc. }:L-CT> y*©tt»fcttS;Wc3M/.#£#|cH:, 

$-S40$>} OfdSlcAo-C, D^toV-Cj&ifoflT!) ££ 
d FVco/c. jg5 £ 

C5-C', M+M bo£#S3LvM£v»oW*ft{&bft50£ 
Pi^-C, ^£^5 &AO—AftJill^ 5 •£ 5 

*yic£>V\ i7c—S^Ogfj£fj;-j-S^Alc, 
fiflUSrafc^^fofL, Lfc* $ 

% -iXUfchZtit-c. ttzZtlfab l¥%X'tt$>5&, iffiLUtOtf) 
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1cWft&%Z%<OKm^Mv*Zv*?£\^fc. t 

?ztj y *<damwh d icl, * t> 

*A,cV fcnffffu * ') *<D'> 

*AHU*lc»R*#*.. *#3kwftf4:«>if 3T5 4:»*^o*:. 

Is this the civilization we were taught by missionaries 
to accept as an evidence of the superiority of Christian 
Religion over other religions? With what shamefaced¬ 
ness did they declare unto us that the religion which 
made Europe and America must surely be the religion 
from on high? If it was Christianity that made the 
so-called Christendom of to-day, let Heaven’s eternal 
curse rest upon it! Peace is the last thing we can find 
in Christendom. Turmoils, complexities, insane asylums, 
penitentiaries, poor-houses! (•£ 4 4* 9 x t ffc 

& 6 & <Dfa. b-v > y s<tT / V tr t Srfjs 0 ±\f 
b-£*. bftfc % <0*C t> fc b 5 b 

f^. h*MS4:o< D±*frv>5%o# 

^DxfS^bll D<D7ki8<0O5v>, %<D±K$>tll 

fntt, 4 9 x hffcgrc*v>-ctti 
ssl, mi nv#m mm v . ns. 

tU, tAslkr/ 5 y X Mfc£{gCfc£ £ £gHS*t5. 

0 heaven, I am undone! I was deceived! I gave up 
what was really Peace for that which is no Peace! To 
go back to my old faith I am now too overgrown; to 
acquiesce in my new faith is impossible. fc> 
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kfcLttStaWuk! btzUi¥m%btoi>®<o 
fc*lcS©¥fP : Jrll'C7fcO/c. ^-(DiSWfCjtt? % £'<? 5 (dfc, 
4tt4 $*4 OKUSLtLtot $*Uf £-CgrLWHfpK: 
S8fiE-j-3t£ fix? #&</>.) p. 118. 
L!fcL*9xh«*©%©*fct:sc£ttx?SJ5:V». @#&IEL 

v», go* y x to±ica^oflHqi*a6*.fctf* 

One thing I shall never do in future: I shall never 
defend Christianity upon its being the religion of Europe 
and America. An “ external evidence ” of this nature 
is not only weak, but actually vicious in its general 
effects. The religion that can support an immortal soul 
must have surer and profounder bases than such a 
“show” evidence to rest upon, (tc.tz.-~fotzL-fa^r 

ts.fots.V'tih 5 . — a y J / y # £ 

0«ft«jS»biv»5ffla-e+ y x hft*#SW-5C 

coio'WBM’tt, fcfc*lc£A-efcS©**& 

■f, UKU^fc’l)—^i®€>S§fi£ 

‘aitttt’ WIEUSJ: 0, % o £ 

p. 119. 

c (Dfe-Mi % o -C, T^JA-CXO^!) 

X iii:o^*£^§g<Dlgft^£^oo*lt5. 

CHAP. VII IN CHRISTENDOM—AMONG PHILAN¬ 
THROPISTS (*9xi-«bk: 

BflfcT) 

T ^ y * 4 % & < , -< y - -V ]'[\X.JV *7 4 y <Oj'\] 
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*JiaieiSlR(«#JaC**R)©l5Ell K* b* • VK **& 
^jiif mmmmomvt. 

zfcmL, st-rs. 

V y tt? !) y^f- +• y'Cft&V'fr, If ftAM 

0, C©±*<lF#**UftH-*C<;h« #*|CAI5ti:©ffl 
fcS*>4 4%lc, £g 

5*t\f±l?#©4H %b^^--f 9 AXhn-k.fr, 

*<05 Z>t>hv>Am<c3:-oX, ##ic8ttH1Bjl.©Kl>4. 

©i&lS&e 4 £i$cAX<ti,fc. CCKI/t*(Oi6iKk, 
v>iftm5A^/c< $A/fc^D, 3$li!g?9Jg©1ite4itW 
ic£JNfc«* $ $ If-CLfc. L'Cj^OttMW^IHCflWl 
■f, *Hl±|BSIlcaufc. «*©«v»**#**lc3BjiLJ:$4 

rrL<, flijltltfcltilfefrtf&'bfc 

<fcofc. 

With a sad heart I left the Hospital and many good 

friends I made there,.Philanthropy, “ love-man ” 

business, I found to be not my own till my “ love-self ” 
propensity is totally annihilated within me. Soul-cure 
must precede body-cure, in my case at least; and Phi¬ 
lanthropy of itself was powerless for the former purpose. 
Cbfc L lrtmi& 4, * cX%tc &< omV'-RA t IcfffiLv^ijft 
*£lffc. )mir*bb ‘A tft5’ *$tt, ‘ 

5 ’ flfi#!U£nic8IB$*Ufc*>f!), *>;9S%©4tt*&l&e: 
4£frfcLfi%I,L7 , ccD-e;£>3. < 4 ibfcLOi^li, 

ZLXWM-fc, 

ZtltcWX' ft, L© * Itfiftlfj &<DXhZ. )p. 143. 

c 5 vxm%lrtt£®**¥!k18K*V>X, * «:#*.©-»- • 4 
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m s& 

V 7? V 

44b’, yX'<DiM$K-ov*-cfc “MMU" ‘l S 

m<omw’ as-2-i93ff) *aso s’ *© ‘3#h©i:' 

(|Bli86ff) £, 5 *«BlE^ofBjaicov»-CH:, 

asacAfca-cMrao^is*, ch-s* 

io6ff). i*«ap**ic*aufcsi*icov»-ctt 4> 

o 4 &fP* *©4 £$#$’ df .1.87 ff) 

CHAP. VIII IN CHRISTENDOM NEW ENGLAND 
COLLEGE LIFE (# !) X h ffcHStt'C—— a 
-•^/7y K©¥R£iS) 

I was to see New England by all means, for my 
Christianity came originally from New England, and 
she was responsible for all the internal struggles caused 
thereby. I had a sort of claim upon her, and so I boldly 
entrusted myself to her. (=■ a — • 4 y ¥7 y L 

te-tirOi % fj-3 "C.^-4 tyivlri 4 b’ts.t'-o ft. 4-tf40fi\ t>fc 

L©4r5.x — 3 . — • 4 y !f 7 v !-';$* £>3&4 & <0 

X'h\), L/c^o'C— a — • 4 vyyv hffc# 

51 £$2C 5 fabXh 3• 

t>4Lf±=o.- • 4 x/7 y KlcSJLt— 
i^5. ©v>;@J-ot:—»— • -f y ^7 y Kict^ 

fctzZCt KL7t<DX$>Z>.) p. 144. 

1885^ (W18*F, 25^) f*. 

BftKV'tzCZfai y -fc® 
tl4. jK-Jry “p 

—5^Atb4*^'*y5r$lf44'U-^o4. 


273 


m ® 

<m.-C< 

^©#S*flR»cAS *ifc 5 lie, ftic < Hi * < 

ffiSSrffPot: <*ufc. 

There in a room in the uppermost story I settled 
myself, firmy making up my mind never to move from 
the place till the Almighty should show Himself unto 
me. £ 

LX<'fci!Z>*Xtt, l»CTC<D#0f*> 
P- 145. 

* LX*s- 9 -HTo«*So»#OTfc, jftHDIt Ctj* J: 5 * t 
c *fc<3§Lv>2 **P03*£*S*aS 
Sctas-cS, 55K5liJi*-cio*. 

l^Lfl^T^xKiifegt ‘fi#’ -C* 

ofe. ov*fc#efg#*^#K:^Lfc% *)fc<OXlb 

5. '>-9-otd^icior, +3^S±c>* 9 x h£{qir, to 
nUie ± 5 iSifciSMirCSiV'S J: o X 

nhflfc<DX$>6 (fit -23-119). 

March 8.—Very important day in my life. Never was 
the atoning power of Christ more clearly revealed to me 
than it is to-day. In the crucifixion of the Son of God 
lies the solution of all the difficulties that buffeted my 
mind thus far. Christ paying all my debts, can bring 
me back to the purity and innocence of the first man 
before the Fall. Now I am God's child, and my duty 
is to believe Jesus. For His sake, God will give me all 
I want. He will use me for His glory, and will save 
me in Heaven at last. (1886 Ip 3 8 0 6 
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f fc>a£>-Clfc*:&B. 4Ellli’li 

of 0 iafSJMi: 40tt?*>dS»C?*^-ti- 

■CV»fcfcfei9>3*|HI©JBfttt, WO^O+^OilC^S. # 
y x b ztc’k< icikv^ft % 5 r, feffl. 

£Lfc% 5. 

O^-CiD. 

Ki, 5*£*S>?> 5. Wlifrft 

£tt<D9bfc<E>fcJ61cJBV''C, ov>lc^l51c;frv>-ti>:}x£t!(^7’c 

% 5-C?>5$.) V- 153. 

12^ 4 h, y — ©^x-c, —iwjoiii'C^^- 

©oa-L'^sst/c. 

Dec. 4.—In morning at the President’s class, I spoke 
how I came to believe Christianity as the Truth. I 
honestly and openly told the class how I came to find 
the conciliation of “ moral schism ” only in Christ, and 
closed my remarks with Luther’s words, “ I cannot do 
otherwise; God help me.” Indeed, God helped me, and 
I felt throughout the day that I had done something 
honest and conscientious. Be instructed, 0 my Soul, 
that thou art only to be a “ witness ” of what God hath 
done unto thee. Thou art not to proclaim to the world 
what thy little intellect has framed to thyself. Trust 
in the Lord, and be saved through His righteousness. 
(12^40 S$, *6ffl©R-C, V^ICL'C* D * Mfcfco #— 1 <0 
MMk L-Citf’Sl'CMofc^lcov^-Clgofc. ‘ ’ 

£$C|-jI£, 4r U ^ bOrjjjcj?V»-CO^-5gl,-f 
£, nfjlt, ic, lEitlcgg!), ‘ btc'LK 


275 


t v> 5 2: i tf-ee**S^/«. £ C i [tfllfi 

^H, ffliMEfi*. ££L/civ>5S 

C£&£oo'ltfc. *?>, 

^L^f^Ltio ‘®EA’ ict?ac £££ i^J:. &/LC 

•ciBj^o-riE^eiLSJk. L^Lf^<piHcJ; 

o-cffcMU:.) p. 160. 

Sfeic4*j!&ic, m%t±z$Vi'9'Cv*&. 

April 15.—Morning Prayer: I come unto Thee, not 

because I am clean and pure and loving.So 0 

Lord, acknowledging my total incapacity and depravity, 
I come unto Thee to be filled with Thy life. I am un¬ 
clean; I pray Thee to cleanse me. I have no faith; 
give Thou me faith. Thou art Goodness Itself, and 
without Thee I am all darkness. Behold my foulness, 
and cleanse Thou me from my guiltiness. Amen. (4 j] 
15 0 fflOflfD. fcjfct#*#0<b&|C*V»i)S-*-© 

f±> t>fz L^», £±v>, SH^SAISJ-C4& 5ib*0 

.»9>*.»c, hhim, 

Wi Z^XWcZtl/o&ftibK, 

&!#©%£ It !)£:£. bfcLIrtftiv-CVi-i-t-. j&fticffi!) 

t-t. £2>tc1Zt>A,c 4*. 

£-ti:A. »#«#■*©*© 

K.v*±Lfc-kv>, fft#&<L-Cf±, *>fcLtt£*«Hi-C* 0 £ 
■f. ££&£*.. 

7-^ v.) V■ 165. 
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■ottfcv», Sif'C^S'C-^ Lfr ] ob)xb<D\M'b'ZZ%-'ts. 
V\ fc/ci^ftLIi #£•?:©£'ifcttdffifiijtc^ £lft, #0^2) 
Li: S Hibb^tM7b-t^%b'0, fcfcVfzi-blcWHSCW 
£-ffc^-c, zv&fabtimtKmfcisti&cb-e&h, t<oi ii 
$i%:M : 3ff'rtBWi'C%> 6. 

CWIf^T-^x hlMBCftfc* y x MfcO^T-C&S. 
e*i4SLt-c%, cjurF-e**^. A«Jeufcttifio*p, ^n* 
$fc, li», J§<7> y *iX'ffii&1rZ!&t*<D : gMV'ik, m 
^ti-ov^K, tJfe-c, fcejWt*»T4r*ftii»ofc*3l©¥S?fc 
A€> CijJt#/cOt?$5. ; ?:Lt:LO®^iticoS§/c5+-t : li? 
©fflWtt, ctlX DJEKSSt-C, Lo^tW#©^^ 
£5So’C L&w ff^ 7 > y iiX-^btz* y x Iffr 

f±coigo+ y x I'fLe&o-c, 7^ y #5S©* y x i-ffc£>, 

+ y x h a» ^ y x i- saw, * y x i> m&mmm, * y x 

t- t'-cf*. ^i#©* y x h 

^ib, *©#Jitt*&BS*L, ‘att+yx>r 
#ts#, *(±7^x h-eft l«}/c c©sieiififtifc+^aoaHif*, 

/c/£ill|itil'C, jjs&feK.t^/LZ) b C ?><D, i£^(Dv^fc>ty -5 Crucifix- 
ianity ‘ 'h^lgliS: ’ (Vol. Ill, No. 91.) JiW©f5J% ©-£'% 
©-e&s. rtW*=l±7^x ht»£S*tfc©-CJ&3. 

T-7X 1*#-C©^gf©iljgf±, 

fc-fsfcjfcBr*.'*, t S# D ©»iS©IILWK)S:i5li' 
fcikofc©-C, S*tfc. L^»L 

L^Lg^fCf±^S#-C, 7' 
a?fi~<DmKWi tt*L©&-c, F agicftltom 
fc. c©iis©jf#©^g£lg5 p. 163 ©ie*n, ifbtyaD, m 


277 


*A€>#^lClfl5t T > y JjA<0&*mf8i-Z> 

?E/v-C%'C'^4V'A-C?)o7 , c. (C5L/c77 !)* 
K-MifiLfc t v> 5.) 

7-^* hA^t'O^Sfcov^-cfi ‘itgfgi’ ffo ‘ 2 fry'll 
(«*2.210ff) -&XS ‘Jiicon’ ffo ‘3 
(|s]186fF) V>. 

CHAP. IX IN CHRISTENDOM—A DIP INTO THE¬ 
OLOGY y x M&SlC't—@$) 

b 7 * - KO^'- h7t- 

ttfKAfU, ftKi^m #fir£&5t£|?'t5 c. bXh 

-otz. if#(±7C3l5, 4- y x 4 y x hffccDlBli# 

fcfilgrCt&s i0<*blc*oTv»fc. ^olSftroS, 
ofc. §S-tt, Sfcfco^-cfc 5. 3!fcfitefW-Slf#ttifr£4v»5 
flllgiifeffii *'C?;S»ib$lJ^l.*C^fct £-e$>€>. sgntt, +!)x 
k $:£>f5:l5ili, tscfifp £ 4 5 C i (4, ^iFflc&oTtt, 
it, HSO$ *«*£*»* fc, J&#±lc%£ffiJ:ic%, igffiiSft 
5 c i tMLtv^/cC i-c*5. CHttttOJ: 5 1C 

i-c&ofc. 

Thought is cosmopolitan, and we are glad, yea thank¬ 
ful, to be taught by all men of all nations. But not so 
bread. The fact is, the bondage of mind is not the most 
dangerous kind of bondage; but that of stomach, is. 
(SMUMWi^£i~6i><D-e$> <0, bifbiUi, 

mvt^xoA*IC%(Z_ bK6 C t&gtftfz&MtZ&, '< 
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V 0*6tt9g& t&t> -bOitJRtt*% /aUteOR-Ott4v» 
as, B©if©»*ltt**/8:l!ft*%o«.) p. rro. 

scitt, HS?iHgiSMikBOlW* 
il, B4fi4 4rt:tf-fK:SS, tm^H1SCfc<D-C$>5. W&. 
icm%tt, *pxh«*flrC5ci4, ^Jifca^eiSciic 

L^LT^x *#©-b*lc%S*bSS 

4C./c. &B, 

•£ ‘ Heart is the center of The¬ 

ology ’ (‘L'ZZW^VXp'b-ChZ) tC^T/T^OglCiot 
#3*®*^15K:Mofc©-e&5. fh< L-CH#f±B^K^ y * 
h ©fiH^SrfSA. 5 /c co ip (liij <D /c J6 £|i-MA'- t-& &3§£ L /t. ?c/£ 
L, #9Sta^ttttv»o-C%. WCiO 

Thus persuaded, I made up my mind to study The¬ 
ology, but upon one important condition; and that was 
that I should never be licensed. I said in my heart, 
“ Lord, I shall study Theology if Thou compellest me 
not to be a Reverend, (c MBCf, 

SJfcC?*S5> bit. tcfc L, WSCitS 

tlftfa-ofc. ZKtt, 

■otc. "££, 

b/cltt^OK^leitl^Li: 5.) p. 173. 

£©ma, i»i©rtg*£as^<*c3Nf**L» 



it. ttzTJ 5 

frt’5fr$>Mt>Lfr^tz. t#fc#^tfc9S#^8Kt!0«0% tie, 
S3 Lv»B*OJffKjEv»#lEi3a:ot:* D, jfcoftf£©*v»'bB 
-h®S**?iL-r 3t?&v^ C i Jgo ft. 

Nov. 3.—I am seeking for a higher type of morality 
than “ must." I am hungering after the morality that 
cometh from God’s grace. But such a morality is denied 
not only by the majority of mankind, but very little 
seemes to be believed in by the students and professors 
of theological seminaries. I do not hear anything new 
and different within these sacred walls from those which 
I hear outside. Confucius and Buddha can teach me 
the largest part of what these theologues are presuming 
to teach to the heathen. (11 ^ 3 B * ftff & bHi ’ 

fiZmW.ZMMLXV'Z. La»U IzIzK 

a»©*#»ic 

IfhZk., «t-a±v»*v»j:5;£. 

mKhiX, *©^ffl-CHv»fc%©£ *> *SfL<4fcSa:-afc 

5 h%krXV*6 H k<D&<tt, JLl-^MtKtz^-cm 
1 btl6 C h ft .) p. 175. 

c 5 L-C#^(C^SIL k&fkWM 
& v^>a t'@ffp©7fc» 1C.&V* t £g t), J; 5 

Si%igtfc©-C, -§&M© 

j&fcoV»fc. B#1C 1888^(1^21^, 28^) 8j|©e ittofc 
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‘ KIP® -tOS ’ (fgpl’93 ff) 

CHAP. X THE NET IMPRESSIONS OF CHRIS¬ 
TENDOM—RETURN HOME O 9 x hm 

ttlifeic, 7 1 P *s^ kSStfftfc 4 t ^©iftgyffcK 
■tfcS>*o-C, t-fm-K, 7J 9 XK&ftomzmt’ti&fa'o 
fcCfrfcfc&fS. 

First let me frankly confess that I was not entirely 
taken up by Christendom. Three-and-a-half years’ stay 
in it, with the best of hospitality it gave me, and the 
closest friendships I formed in it, did not entirely natu¬ 
ralize me to it. I remained a stranger throughout, and 
I never had exerted myself to be otherwise. 
fc®a£-iir-c>i> bv^ftv^c ttt, fcfeLtt* 9 x M£H1C^:< 

c tf£. %£ 

fci#£U t©±'i)4 <?g%§SL^£ 
M*ZZt£ffiAsfcK%fafat>b-f, t>7tLlri* P x M@1C& 
Cfrgflftfa-ok. H#t, — AC^BAi Lti t*t t) » $iL 
5 i tt 7c.) p. 186. 

ZL-C, tr L 3 H^A-C&S c 4%, $$$g4Lt, 

#10gg|fL7c. 

Never have I entertained any wish whatever of be¬ 
coming an American or an Englishman; but rather I 
reckoned my heathen relationship a special privilege of 
my own, and thanked God once and again for having 
brought me out into this world as a “heathen”, and 


IS 
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not as a Christian. (7> P AAC4 D A P ^ 

AJcfc&fcV'fci'itt. %$.ftc irL5Hf$:66 

t?*5 t 4 **>##* i&*U * P + ^ i Lt*Ofi& <. 
-A© ‘US!®’ ilt, C©tf:K:4&-^l kllAc t ££, — 

p. 186. 

Patriot (f£H=t) t LtT A P !), Patriot ©If 

Patriot i LA 0 

Hh> ■£*£©-?* s. irS 25 ^o-Kf^is, ft W©fiH 4 £ c 

P ^©IaA&A- Pxit 

ic%, ^©ti:A&W#:£WK:%, ov>icffi#i]£ib:fK:, 4 •% 
ftfeSrtWJLfc^ib, IILiOt'l) 

5. t c t tcttfiS-eS>2>. 

BBttJMtB'b*. «A»*tt#v»'b, IMB'b 
■fcHfrbTJ P fi-<oLf<:PLtio5©t'(i4 

V*. H^f© 3=- P ^ h©"C?S>5. tP 3 ^. 
Kif^iiffiA'C'tgAtc, R©A- P x 

7^ P ii'SiSW^ 1 ©^ 1 P ^ kffcB^k^itgio'CV'S 

;fr >: $:§§2>- 

*P* hfi:©Xfflm, Aic^^r-^IA, A^rlAl^ib 
ifofr>L, *o*it5 C 4fc?>5 i-tS. 

Christianity is more and higher than Heathenism in 
that it makes us keep the laiv. It is Heathenism plus 
Life. By it alone the law-keeping becomes a possibility. 
It is the Spirit of the Law. It of all religions works 
from inside. It is what Heathenism has been searching 
and groping after with much weeping. It not only shows 
us the Good, but it makes us good, by taking us right 
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at once to the Eternal Goodness Himself. It provides 
us not only with the Way, but with the Life as well. 

-e, fr’oM&x k’yk 

+!)xii(c±-5to^, 

-C#2>. * P x b§tf±#ffi©¥t#-r?S>5. 

+ P*!-*©*#, L'©fi»(b®<. *pxnfcc*tt, g 

ifc^#<©zg£^L’Cg?!);fc£>-T:v>£ %<£>-£'& 3. 

1±, t>ftbK^fa%>$l'$:7jki~l(C h b't. b~f, 

% -Oir<;'hefc>tibi^.< c tKii-iX, £>tlb%gik6 

Ab-fZ. :f±, if 

£k:f, 4MR41S.) V- 190. 
no+llxif^ Afcg*-*-* i C5tt, A/£ ‘Look at me, 
and be ye saved ’ (fcfcLSrffll 

to, w&m^tsmwm-ehz. 

In this looking at Him is our salvaton, whatever be 
the philosophy of it. (*©@Httv»;fc|c% $>}l, £{[p 

f!.SCOCi^, t>ttfe«DiSt^-C5)5.) p. 191. 

Cfrfrjr v X HgK'$> 0 , -tCD-j-^-C-C^S. 

This then is Christianity. It is at least so to me. 
Deliverance from sin by the atoning grace of the Son 
of God. It my be more, but it cannot be less. This the 
essence of Christianity then; and popes and bishops and 
reverends and other adjuncts, useful and otherwise, are 
not the necessary parts of it. As such it is worth having 
above all other things. No true man can get along 
without it, and Peace cannot be his without it. (Cji/C 
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X Vft-C&S. d>&<£%> fcfcUc£o-Ctt*$-C 
£S, P©$CV», +!)^H 
ttc^J@Ub’C?)S^45a^4V'. L^L, tftJsTF'C&S £ £ 
ttt?#)&:V». i-4£»t>, c*uf±* 5 * M$:©XIK'S>5- & 

be , $sM, mm, z-vxyuk. 

it), jm < -ctt* b»«S5ha-ee*v^. $ *««-c*>*L 

fic-t, *y*btfcf±, 

fflasiso-cas- 5 * ftH-ettitiHJ 

fcy>. *&¥££%> ^ y X bic^L-Ctt, *#5 ££#-?#& 
V>.) p. 192. 

t y *-efsc#7fc+ y x tft*cs> D. 

co+Dxl-ilcfii^ 

« m im *y*i-iuw&, + 

j^ntf, *y* + y*nfctt^a«i. * y 

x b £' fi&il##''? tt £ < 42>. * 

^©j; 5 &mtfc£Hj* y X Mfc?:v»o$v»i|^Lt:L4 $0-CS>5- 
^=tc, y x Ywmr* y #©§mi£®is?t- 2 >- 
& 7 y y i. ife!5^'t" < tPgSH£ 

Z^WiL-C, m%tSH),±'C'%>Z 

*©*Wlc#$^©«JR^.*>S £ U *©*lc%*y*Mfc© 
D, SU#Wf#^A < %/uKv*z>t £ fca 
M~i~&- ■£ L"C $ 5t? Lv»3r y ^ b Iffla: 5 b^b-, 

6 m b £ tl £ ^ & Aft €> Htf K a* 4 nfefrt £ • 

I attribute the progressiveness of Christendom to its 
Christianity. (--£ L-”CS ^ i^fcO©iSiStttt> ^r y ^ 

b i<9||t|i 5 £ LttJl 5 0 P- 201 - 
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Yes, Christianity we do need. We need it not so much 
to demolish our idols of wood and stone. Those are 
innocent things compared with other idols worshipped in 
Heathendom and elsewhere. We need it to make our bad 
appear worse, and our good appear better. It only can 
convince us of sin; and convincing us of it, can help 
us to rise above it, and coquer it. (1), 
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Alas I sought Him with much fightings. I found Him, 
and He ordered me at once to His battlefield! This the 
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